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Introduction 



Tkougk tk is literary antkology is prepared for non-native speakers of Englisk, 
tke only feature tkat Jistinguiskes it from a collection for native speakers is tke addition of 
cultural and linguistic notes for eack selection. Otkerwise, tke stories and poems included in 
tkis volume appear in tkeir original form illustrating tke full rickness of American Englisk. 
Stories written in regional and social dialects kave keen included intentionally in order to give 
non-native speakers an appreciation of kow effectively images and meaning can ke conveyed 
tkrougk non-standard forms of tke language. Tke linguistic notes tkat accompany tkese selec- 
tions are offered not as corrections to usage kut as a kridge to make tke language employed ky 
tke writer more accessikle to tke reader wkose native language is not Englisk. 

Just as reading tke literature of one's own language makes one more effective in 
using tkat language in conversation and writing, reading tke literature of a second language 
will result in more complete control of tkat language. Depending upon tke reader’s skill in 
Englisk, tke first reading of literary pieces may ke more work tkan pleasure. Tke discussion 
questions tkat follow eack story or poem skould kelp orient readers to its main tkemes or 
issues so tkat readers can go Lack to tke text to gain a fuller understanding of tke autkor’s 
intent. It is tkrougk tke re-reading of literature tkat one can make a personal response to tke 
events and ckaracters tke autkor portrays. In tkis way literature kecomes relevant and fun. 
Read tke selections silently, read tkem out loud witk a friend or a family memker, read and 
act out sections in class, and write down quotations in your notekook tkat express a tkougkt 
you skare, and quote it at an appropriate time to someone wko will appreciate it. In tkis way 
readers kave tke opportunity to enjoy tke writer’s message and tke means ky wkick tkat mes- 
sage is expressed. 

New insigkts into kuman kekavior can ke oktained ky exploring literature tkat is 
not restricted to one’s own culture. Tkis collection draws upon tke multicultural nature of 
American society and includes internationally famous writers and tkose wko are less well- 
known. Tke readings kave keen organized tkematically witk eack selection focusing on tke 
kuman experience. Ckildkood memories, family relationskips, love, and independence form 
tke kackdrop for a look at all sorts of people — young, old, middle-aged, idealistic, cynical, 
fai tkful, and deceitful — Leing people. 
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To the Teacher 



Tke selections in tkis Look are sequenced to illustrate tke concept of tke United 
States as a multi-cultural nation. Starting out witk a narrative ky an African- 
American writer, tke collection continues witk a story of Native Americans, fol- 
lowed ky an account of a young American koy of European descent. Teackers may 
ckoose to follow tke order given in tke text or tkey may opt to rearrange tke selec- 
tions or even delete some tkat tkey feel are linguistically or culturally proklematic 
for tkeir students. Teackers skould not assign any story or poem to tkeir classes if 
tkey feel uncomfortakle wi tk eitk er its content or language. 

Tke ckaracters in some of tke stories may speak a non-standard variety of 
Englisk, and tkeir discourse may depart from polite usage or political correctness. 
But if we consider tke participants, tke setting, tke situation, and tke tone of tke 
verkal exckanges in tke stories, we will see tkat tke ckaracters use tke variety of 
American Englisk tkat reflects tkeir social group memkerskip and tkeir relationskip 
witk tkeir interlocutors. Students are not, of course, advised to employ tkese non- 
standard variants in tkeir own speeck, kut tkey will gain a fuller grasp of American 
Englisk tkrougk tkis exposure to autkentic speeck as it is captured in literature. For 
Letter understanding of tke non-standard variants of American Englisk tkat appear 
in tke antkology, tke following information may ke useful. 



Some Features of Non-Standard English 

^Deletion of unstressed first syllakle: because — [cause], around — [round], unless— [Iss] 
*Simplication of glides and dipktkongs: l = ah; my = mah; time=tahm; you = ya or yuh 
^Modification of /ng/ to /n/: nothing=nothin; asking=askin; going=goin ^Modification of 
tke voice a/tk/ in initial and final positions: they— dey; that— dat Use of a/Vz t as tke 
negative form for arc, am, and tke auxiliaries have and has. Multiple negation: 
“You ain’t never worked. . ."“I didn’t have no better sense...’’ “"Repetition of noun sukject 
witk pronoun: “Shelby he told us...’’ “"Omission of tke ke verk in contracted forms 
-’s; -'re in Black Englisk: “...maybe we too busy’’ “He quick in everythin.’’ *Be inclu- 
sion: In Black Englisk tke kase form of he may indicate kakitual aspect of future 
time: “They be slow all the time.’’ “The boy be here soon.’’ “"Question patterns witkout 
tke auxiliary (Black Englisk): “What he want?’’“Where you go to school?" “"Completive 
aspect witk done (Black Englisk): “So many people had done named me different names." 
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being people 



sense 



children 

I was once a sirawloerry in a Hansel and Gretel pageant 
wLen I was in nursery school and didn i have no heiier 
than to dance on tiptoe with my arms in a circle over my head 
doing umbrella steps and heing a perfect fool just so my 
ther and fath er could come dressed up and clap. 

You d thinh they hnow better than to 
encourage that Lin Jo! 

I am noi a slrawLerry. 



mot 



nonsense. 



Toni Cade Bambara 
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TONI CADE BAMBARA 



Hazel Elizabeth Deborah Parker, a young 
African American in Harlem (a district of New 
York City) tells us how she feels about run- 
ning, her mentally-retarded brother Raymond, 
her family, and her competitors. Cynthia and 
Gretchen. She also reveals some thought- 
provoking insights about human nature. 









children 




I don't kave muck work to do around tke kouse 

like some girls. My motker does tkat. And I don't kave to earn my pocket money ky kustlingd George runs 
errands for tke kig koys and sells Ckristmas cards. And anytking else tkat's got to get done, my fatker does. All 
I kave to do in life is mind my krotker^ Raymond, wkick is enougk. 

Sometimes I slip and say my little krotk er Raymond. But as any fool can see ke's muck kigger and ke's older 
too. But a lot of people call kim my little krotker cause ke needs looking after cause ke's not quite rigkt. And a 
lot of smart moutks^ got lots to say akout tkat too, especially wken George was minding kim. But now, if any- 
kody kas anytking to say to Raymond, anytking to say akout kis Lig kead, tkey kave to come ky me. And I don't 
play tke dozens'^ or kelieve in standing around witk somekody in my face^ doing a lot of talking. I muck ratker 
just knock you down and take my ckances even if I am a little girl witk skinny arms and a squeaky^ voice, wkick 
is kow I got tke name Squeaky. And if tkings get too rougk, I run. And as anykody can tell you, I'm tke fastest 
tking on two feet. 

Tkere is no track meet tkat I don't win tke first place medal. I used to win tke twenty-yard dask wken I was a 
little kid in kindergarten. Nowadays it's tke fifty-yard dask. And tomorrow I'm sukject to run tke quarter-meter 
relay all Ly myself and come in first, second, and tkird. Tke kig kids call me Mercury cause I'm tke swiftest tking 
in tke neigkkorkood. Everykody knows tkat — except two people wko know Lettei; my fatker and me. 

He can keat me to Amsterdam Avenue witk me kaving a two kre-kydrant keadstart and kim running witk 
kis kands in kis pockets and wkistling. But tkat's private information. Cause can you imagine some tkirty-five- 
year-old man stuffing kimself into PAL skorts^to race little kids? So as far as everyone's concerned. I'm tke 
fastest and tkat goes for Gretcken, too, wko kas put out tke tale^ tkat ske is going to win tke first place medal 
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tkis year. Ridiculous. In tke second place, ske's got skort 
legs. In tke tkird place, ske's got freckles.^ In tke krst 
place, no one can keat me and tkat's all tkere is to it. 

Tm standing on tke corner admiring tke weatker and 
akout to take a stroll down Broadway so I can practice 
my kreatking exercises, and I Ve got Raymond walking 
on tke inside close to tke kuildings cause ke's sukject to 
fantasy and starts tkinking ke’s a circus performer and 
tkat tke curk is a tigktrope strung kigk in tke air. And 
sometimes after a rain, ke likes to step down off kis tigkt- 
rope rigkt into tke gutter and slosk around getting kis 
skoes and cuffs wet. Tken I get kit wken I get kome. Or 
sometimes if you don’t watck kim, ke’U dask across traf- 
fic to tke island in tke middle of Broadway and give tke 
pigeons a kt.^° Tken I kave to go kekind kim apologiz- 
ing to all old people sitting around trying to get some sun 
and getting all upset witk tke pigeons fluttering around 
tkem, scattering tkeir newspapers and upsetting tke wax- 
paper lunckes in tkeir laps. So I keep Raymond on tke 
inside of me, and ke plays like ke’s driving a stage coack 
wkick is O. K. Ly me so long as ke doesn’t run me over 
or interrupt my kreatking exercises, wkick I kave to do 
on account of I’m serious akout my running and don’t 
care wko knows it. 

Now some people like to act like tkings come easy 
to tkem, won’t let on^* tkat tkey practice. Not me. I’ll 
kigk prance down 34tk Street like a rodeo pony to keep 
my knees strong even if it does get my motker uptigkt 
so tkat ske walks akead like ske’s not witk me, don’t 
know me, is all ky kerself on a skopping trip, and I am 
somekody else’s crazy ckild. 

Now you take Cyntkia Procter for instance. Ske’s 
just tke opposite, if tkere’s a test tomorrow, ske’ll say 
. sometking like, “Ok I guess I’ll play kandkall tkis after- 
noon and watck television tonigkt, ” just to let you know 
ske ain’t tkinking akout tke test. Or like last week wken 
ske won tke spelling kee for tke milliontk time, “A good 
tking you got receive,’ Squeaky, cause I would kave got 
it wrong. I completely forgot akout tke spelling kee.” 
And ske 11 clutck tke lace on ker klouse like it was a nar- 
row escape. Ok, k rot ker. 

But of course wken I pass ker kouse on my early 
morning trots around tke klock, ske is practicing tke 
scales on tke piano over and over and over and over. Tken 
in music class, ske always lets kerself get kumped around 
so s ke falls accidently on purpose onto tke piano stool 
and is so surprised to find kerself sitting tkere, and so 
decides just for fun to try out tke ole^^keys and wkat do 
you know — Ckopin’s waltzes just spring out of ker kn- 
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gertips and ske’s tke most surprised tking in tke world. 
A regular prodigy. I could kill people like tkat. 

I stay up all nigkt studying tke words for tke spelling 
kee. And you can see me anytime of day practicing run- 
ning. I never walk if I can trot and skame on Raymond 
if ke can’t keep up. But of course ke does, cause if ke 
kangs kack someone’s liakle^^ to walk up to kim and get 
smart, or take kis allowance from kim, or ask kim wkere 
ke got tkat great kig pumpkin kead. People are so stupid 
sometimes. 

So I’m strolling down Broadway kreatking out and 
kreatking in on count of seven, wkick is my lucky num- 
ker, and kere comes Gretcken and ker sidekicks*^ — Mary 
Louise wko used to ke a friend of mine wken ske first 
moved to Harlem from Baltimore and got keat up ky every- 
kody till I took up for ker*^ on account of ker motker and 
my motker used to sing in tke same ckoir wken tkey were 
young girls, kut people ain’t grateful, so now ske kangs 
out^ ^ witk tke new girl Gretcken and talks akout me like a 
dog; and Rosie wko is as fat as I am skinny and kas a kig 
moutk wkere Raymond is concerned and is too stupid to 
know tkat tkere is not a kig deal of difference ketween 
kerselL and Raymond and tkat ske can’t afford to tkrow 
stones.*^ So tkey are steady coming up Broadway and I see 
rigkt away tkat it’s going to ke one o ftk ose Dodge City 
scenes^^ cause tke street ain’t tkat kig and tkey’re close 
to tke kuildings just as we are. First I tk ink I’ll step into 
tke candy store and look over tke new comics and let tkem 
pass. But tkat s ckicken^^ and I’ve got a reputation to con- 
sider. So tken I tkink I’ll just walk straigkt on tkrougk 
tkem^° or over tkem if necessary. But as tkey get to me, 
tkey slow down. I’m ready to kgkt, cause like I said I don’t 
feature a wkole lot of ckitckat,^^ I muck prefer to just 
knock you down rigkt from tke jump and save everykody 
a lotta^^ precious time. 

*^You signing up for tke May Day races?” smiles Mary 
Louise, only it’s not a smile at all. 

Ad umk question like tkat doesn’t deserve an answer. 
Besides, tkere’s just me and Gretcken standing tkere real- 
ly, so no use wasting my kreatk talking to skadows. 

“I don’t tkink you’re going to win tkis time,’' says 
Rosie, trying to signify^^ witk ker kands on ker kips all 
salty, completely forgetting tkat I kave wkupped^^ ker 
kekind many times for less salt tkan tkat. 

“I always win cause I’m tke kest,” I say straigkt at 
Gretcken wko is, as far as I’m concerned, tke only one 
talking in tkis ventriloquist-dummy routine. 

Gretcken smiles kut it’s not a smile and I’m tkink- 
ing tkat girls never really smile at eack otker kecause tkey 
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raymond’s run 



Jon t know kow an J Jon t want to know kow an J tk ere^s 
prokakly no one to teack us kow cause grown-up girls Jon t 
know eitker. Tken tkey all look at RaymonJ wko kas just 
krougkt kis mule team to a stanJstJl. AnJ tkey 're akout 
to see wkat troukle tkey can get into tkrou gk k im. 

“Wkat graJe you in now, RaymonJ?” 

“You got anytking to say to my krotker, you say it to 
me, Mary Louise Williams of RaggeJy Town, Baltimore.” 

“Wkat are you, kis motker?” sasses Rosie. 

“Tkat's rigkt. Fatso. AnJ tke next worJ out of any- 
koJy anJ ill ke tkeir motker too.” So tkey just stanJ 
tkere anJ Gretcken skifts from one leg to tke otker anJ 
so Jo tkey. Tk en Gretcken puts ker kanJs on ker kips anJ 
is akout to say sometking wi tk ker freckle-face self kut 
Joesn't. Tken ske walks arounJ me looking me up anJ 
Jown kut keeps walking up BroaJway, anJ ker siJekicks 
follow ker. So me anJ RaymonJ smile at eack otker anJ 
ke says, “GiJyap”^^ to kis team anJ I continue witk my 
kreatking exercises, strolling Jown BroaJway towar J tke 
icey man^^ on 145tk wi tk not a care in tke worlJ cause 
I am Miss Quicksilver^ kerself. 

I take my time getting to tke park on May Day ke- 
cause tke track meet is tke last tking on tke program. 
Tke kiggest tking on tke program is tke May Fkle Jancing 
wkick I can Jo witkout, tkank you, even if my motker 
tkinks it's skame I Jon't take part anJ act like a girl for 
a ckange. You'J tkink my motker woulJ ke grateful not 
to kave to make me a wkite organJy Jress witk kig satin 
sask anJ kuy me new wkite kaky- Joll skoes tkat can't ke 
taken out of tke kox till tke kig Jay. You J tkink ske J ke 
glaJ ker Jaugkter ain't tkere prancing aroun J a May Pole 
getting tke new clotkes all Jirty anJ sweaty anJ trying to 
.act like a fairy or a flower or wkatever you re supposeJ to 
ke wken you skotJJ ke trying to ke yourself, wkatever tkat 
is, wkick is, as far as I am concerneJ, a poor Black girl 
wko really can't afforJ to kuy skoes anJ new Jress you 
only wear once a lifetime cause it won t fit next year. 

I was once a strawkerry in a Hansel anJ Gretel pag- 
eant wken I was in nursery sckool an J JiJn't kave no ket- 
ter sense tkan to Jance on tiptoe witk my arms in a cir- 
cle over my keaJ Joing umbrella steps anJ being a perfect 
fool just so my motker anJ fatker cotJJ come JresseJ up 
anJ clap. You'J tkink tkey know better tkan to encour- 
age tkat kinJ of nonsense. I am not a strawberry. I Jo not 
Jance on my toes. I run. Tkat is wkat I am all about. 
So I always come late to tke May Day program, just in 
time to get my number pinneJ on anJ lay in tke grass 
tdl tkey announce tke fift y-yarJ Jask. 

I put RaymonJ in tke little swings, wkick is a tigkt 
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squeeze tkis year anJ wdl be impossible next year. Tken 
I look aroun J for Mr. Pearson wko pins tke numkers on. 
I'm really looking for Gretcken if you want to know tke 
trutk, but ske's not arounJ. Tke park is jam-packeJ. 
Parents in kats anJ corsages anJ breast-pocket kan Jker- 
ckiefs peeking up. KiJs in wkite Jresses anJ kgkt klue 
suits. Tke parkees^ unfolJing ckairs anJ ckasing tke rowJy 
kiJs from Lenox as if tkey kaJ no rigkt to ke tkere. Tke 
big guys witk tkeir caps on backwarJs leaning against tke 
fence swirling tke basketballs on tke tips of tkeir fingers 
waiting for all tkese crazy people to clear out tke park so 
tkey can play. Most of tke ki Js in my class are carrying bass 
Jrums anJ glockenspiels anJ flutes. You'J tkink tkey'J put 
in a few bongos or sometking for real like tkat. 

Tken kere comes Mr. Pearson witk kis clipboarJ anJ 
kis carJs anJ pencils anJ wkistles anJ safety pins anJ 
fifty million otker tkings ke's always Jropping all over 
tke place witk kis clumsy self. He sticks out in a crowJ 
cause ke's on stilts. useJ to call kim Jack anJ tke 
Beanstalk to get kim maJ. But I'm tke only one tkat can 
outrun kim anJ get away, an J I'm too grown for tkat silli- 
ness now. 

“Well, Squeaky,” ke says ckecking my name off tke 
list anJ kanJing me number seven anJ two pins. AnJ 
I'm tkinking ke's got no rigkt to call me Squeaky, if I 
can't call kim Beanstalk. 

“Hazel Elizabetk Deborak Parker,” I correct kim anJ 
tell kim to write it Jown on kis boarJ. 

“Well, Hazel Elizabetk Deborak Parker, going to 
give someone else a break tkis year?” I squint at kim real 
karJ to see if ke is seriously tkinking I skoulJ lose tke 
race on purpose just to give someone else a kreak. 

“Only six girls running tkis time,” ke continues, 
skaking kis keaJ saJly like it's my fault all of New York 
JiJn't turn out in sneakers. Tkat new girl skoulJ give 
you a run for your money.” He looks arounJ tke park for 
Gretck en like a periscope in a svJ^ marine movie. “WduIJ n't 
itLe a nice gesture if you were... to akkk... 

I give kim suck a look ke coulJn't knisk putting tkat 
iJea into worJs. Grownups got a lot of nerve sometimes. 
I pin number seven to myself anJ stomp away — I'm so 
burnt. AnJ I go straigkt for tke track anJ stretck out 
on tke grass wkile tke banJ winJs up witk “Ok tke 
Monkey WrappeJ His Tad ArounJ tke Flag Pole, wkick 
my teacker calls by some otker name. Tke man on tke 
lou Jspeaker is calling everyone over to tke track anJ I m 
on my back looking at tke sky trying to pretenJ I'm in 
tke country, but I can't, because even grass in tke city feels 
karJ as siJewalk anJ tkere's just no pretenJing you are 
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anywkere kut in a “concrete jungle” as my granJfatker 
says. 

Tke twenty-yard dask takes all of tke two minutes 
cause most of tke little kids don't know no ketter tkan 
to run off tke track or run tke wrong way or run smack 
into tke fence and fall down and cry. One little kid tkougk 
kas got tke good sense to run straigkt for tke wkite rik- 
kon up akead so ke wins. Tken tke second graders line 
up for tke tkirty-yard dask and I don't even kotker to 
turn my kead to watck cause Rapkael Perez always wins. 
He wins kefore ke even kegins ky psycking tke runners/^ 
^ telling tkem tkey're going to trip on tkeir skoelaces and 
E fall on tkeir faces or lose tkeir skorts or sometking; 
wkick ke doesn't really kave to do since ke is very fast, 
almost as fast as I am. Aft er tkat is tke forty-yard dask 
wkick I use to run wken I was in first grade. Raymond 
is kollering from tke swings cause ke knows I'm akout 
to do my tking^^ cause tke man on tke loudspeaker kas 
just announced tke fifty-yard dask, altkougk ke mi gkt 
^ just as well ke giving a recipe for Angel Food cake cause 
you can kardly make out w kat ke's saying for tke stat- 
^ ic.^° I get up and slip off my sweat pants and tken I see 

L Gretck en standing at tke starting line kicking ker legs 

g out like a pro.^^ Tken as I get into place I see tkat ole 

^ Raymond is in line on tke otker side of tke fence, kend- 

ing down witk kis fingers on tke ground just like ke 

knew wkat ke was doing. I was going to yell at kim kut 
tken I didn t. It kurns up your energy to koller. 

Every time, just kefore I take off in a race, I always 
feel like I m in a dream, tke kind of dream you kave 
wken you're sick witk fever and feel all kot and weigkt- 
less. I dream I'm flying over a sandy keack in tke“^ early 
morning sun, kissing tke leaves of tke trees as I fly Ly. 
And tkere s always tke smell of apples, just like in tke 
country wken I was little and use to tkink I was a ckoo- 
ckoo train, running tkrougk tke fields of corn and ckug> 
ging up tke kill to tke orckard. And all tke time I'm 
dreaming tkis, I get ligkter and ligkter until I'm flying 
over tke keack again, getting klown tkrougk tke sky like 
a featk er tkat weigks notking at all. But once I spread 
my fingers in tke dirt and crouck over for tke Get on 
Your Mark, tke dream goes and I am solid again and am 
telling myself. Squeaky you must win, you must win, 
you are tke fastest tking in tke world, you can even keat 
your fatker up Amsterdam if you really try. And tken I 
feel my weigkt coming kack just kekind my knees tken 
down to my feet tken into tke eartk and tke pistol skot 
explodes in my klood and I am off and weigktless again, 
flying past tke otker runners, my arms pumping up and 
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down and tke wkole world is quiet except for tke crunck 
as I zoom over tke gravel in tke track. I glance to my left 
and tkere is no one. Td tke rigkt a klurred Gretcken wko's 
got ker ckin jutting out as if it would win tke race all ky 
itself. And on tke otker side of tke fence is Raymond witk 
kis arms down to kis side and tke palms tucked up kekind 
kim, running in kis very own style and tke first time I 
ever saw tkat and I almost stop to watck my krotker 
Raymond on kis first run. But tke wkite rikkon is kounc- 
ing toward me and I tear past it into tke distance till my 
feet witk a mind of tkeir own start digging up footfuls of 
dirt and krake me skort. Tken all tke kids standing on 
tke side pile on me, kanging me on tke kack and slap- 
ping my kead witk tkeir May Day programs, for I kave 
won again and everykody on 151st Street can walk talP^ 
for anotker year. 

In first place. . . ' tke man on tke loudspeaker is clear 
as a tell now. But tken ke pauses and tke loudspeaker 
starts to wkine. Tken static. And I lean down to catck my 
kreatk and kere comes Gretcken walking kack for ske's 
overskot tke knisk line too, kufkng and puffing wi ttt er 
kands on kips taking it slow, kreatking in steady time like 
a real pro and I sort of^ like ker a little for tke first time. 
“In first place... and tken tkree or four voices get all 
mixed up on tke loudspeaker and I dig my sneaker into tke 
grass and stare at Gretcken wko's staring kack, we kotk 
wondering just wko did win. I can kear old Beanstalk argu- 
ing witk tke man on tke loudspeaker and tken a few otk- 
ers running tkeir moutks akout wkat tke stop watckes say. 

Tken I kear Raymond yanking at tke fence to call me 
and I wave to skusk kim, kut ke keeps rattling tke fence 
like a gorilla in a cage like in tkem gorilla movies, kut 
tken like a dancer or sometking ke starts climking up nice 
and easy tut very fast. And it occurs to me, watcking 
kow smootkly ke climks kand over kand and rememker- 
ing kow ke looked running witk kis arms down to kis side 
and witk tke wind pulling kis moutk kack and kis teetk 
skowing and all, it occurred to me tkat Raymond would 
make a very fine runner. Doesn't ke always keep up witk 
me on my trots? And ke surely knows kow to kreatke in 
counts of seven cause ke's always doing it at tke dinner 
takle , wkick drives my krotker George up tke wall.^^ And 
I m smiling to keat tke kand'^^ cause if I've lost tkis race, 
or if me and Gretcken tied, or even if I've won, I can 
always retire as a runner and kegin a wkole new career as 
a coack witk Raymond my ckampion. After all, witli a 
little more study I can keat Cyntkia and ker pkony selT^ 
at tke spelling kee. And if I kugged"^^ my motker, I could 
get piano lessons and kecome a star. And I kave a kig rep 
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as tke LaJclest tking around. And IVe got a roomful of 
rikkons and medals and awards. But wkat kas Raymond 
got to call kis own? 

Sol stand tkere witk my new plan, laugking out loud 
ky tkis time as Raymond jumps down from tke fence and 
runs over witk kis teetk skowing and kis arms down to 
tke side wkick no one kefore kim kas quite mastered as a 
running style. And ky tke time ke comes over Fm jump- 
ing up and down so glad to see kim — my krotker Raymond, 
a great runner in tke family tradition. But of course every- 
one tkinks I m jumping up and down kecause tke men on 
tke loudspeaker kave finally gotten tkemselves togetker 
and compared notes and are announcing 'dn first place — 
Miss Hazel Elizaketk Dekorak Parker.” (Dig tkat.)^ 'dn 
second place — Miss Gretcken R Lewis.” And I look over 
at Gretcken wondering wkat tke P stands for. And I smile. 
Cause ske^s good, no doukt akout it. Mayke ske^d like to 
kelp me coack Raymond; ske okviously is serious akout 
running, as any fool can see. And ske nods to congratu- 
late me and tken ske smiles. And I smile, stand tkere 
witk tkis kig smile of respect ketween us. It s akout as real 
a smile as girls can do for eack otker, considering we don't 
practice real smiling every day you know, cause mayke we 
too kusy keing flowers or fairies or strawkerries"*^ instead 
of sometking konest and wortky of respect. . .you know. . . 
like keing people. ^ 



NOTES ON THE READING 

1. hust//ng; doing a variety of chores to earn money 

2. (to) mind my brother: pay attention to him; take care of him 

3. smort mouths: people who think they are clever but who talk too much 

4. (to) play the dozens: play a ritualistic insult game, in which adolescent African 
American boys exchange insults about their parents. (The insults are so 
far-fetched and exaggerated that they couldn’t possibly be taken seriously.) 

5. somebody in my face: someone who is standing too close 

6. squeoky: having a sharp, thin, high-pitched sound 

7. PAL shorts: a brand of athletic shorts 

8. (to) put out the tole: tell everyone the story 

9. freckles: small brown spots on the skin (from exposure to the sun) 

10. give the pigeons o fiv scare the pigeons 

1 1 . (to) let on: reveal; allow others to know something you do 

12. ole (the ole keys): the old keys (a form of endearment) 

13. lioble (someone’s lioble to wolk up): someone is likely to come; it’s possible 
that someone will come 



14. s/dek/cJks: friends 

15. (to) toke up for someone: defend and protect someone 

16. (to) hong out with: spend time with someone on a regular basis 




17. (to) throw stones (she con't offord to throw stones): she isn't perfect so she 
has no right to criticize others who are imperfect 

1 8. Dodge City scenes: gun duels between the good and the bad guys 

1 9. chicken: cowardly 

20. wolk stroight through them: walk past them 

21. ch/tchot: casual conversation 

22. 0 lotto = a lot of 

23. (to) signify: show one's personal attitude toward another person by walking, 
moving, or standing in special ways 

24. solty: ^11 of nervous energy and ready for a fight; quarrelsome 

25. whopped = whipped; spanked; beat 

26. Cidyop: a command given to horses or mules to move forward 

27. icey mon: the man selling sweet ices on the street 

28. M/ss Quicksilver: as fast as the Roman’s messenger god, Mercury 

29. porkees: park workers 

30. he’s on stilts: he is so tall he seems to be standing on poles 

31. (to) turn out in sneokers: come dressed in tennis shoes (ready to run in the race) 

32. so burnt: so angry 

33. psych/ng the runners: making the runners psychologically uneasy or uncomfortable 

34. (to) do my thing: do my special act; do something I can do especially well 

35. stot/c: electrical interference 

36. pro: professional 

37. (to) wolk toll (Everybody on 151st Street con wolk toll.): They can all hold up 
their heads with pride. 

38. sort of (to sort of like someone): (to) like someone moderately well 

39. (to) drive someone up the woll: make someone very nervous or crazy 

40. (to) beot the bond: do something with all one’s strength, as hard as one can, 
with all one's heart 

41. Cynthio ond her phony self: Cynthia does not act truthfully; she pretends 

42. (to) bug someone: keep after or continue annoying and irritating some one 
until s/he gives in 

43. 0 big rep os the boddest thing oround: a reputation as the most wonderful 
runner in the neighborhood (Bad takes on an opposite meaning here.) 

(to) wind up with: finish with; end up with 

44. (toj dig (something or someone): notice, understand, or really like something 

45. we too busy being flowers or fairies on strowberries: we are too busy playing 
the roles of flowers, etc. in school pageants 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. Uc n ickname of the heroine is Squeaky, Why is she called 
this? what other nicknames Joes she have? 

2. what is Squeaky's role in the family? What Jo the other 
family memhers Jo? In your opinion is Squeaky a good 
sister? A good daughter? 

3. Describe Squeaky's attitude toward life and the people 
she comes into contact with, 

4. what is Squeaky s feeling about respect? Does she try to 
earn it? To whom Joes she show respect? 

5. How Jo Squeaky's feelings about Gretcken change? 

When? Why? 
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® MARYWHITEBIRD 



All children of the Kaw tribe were expected 
to complete the ritual ofTa-Na-E-Ka, a rite of 
passage from childhood to adulthood. White- 
bird’s experience shows how ancient traditions 
may be reinterpreted to reflect the changes of 
modern life. 
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As my Lirtkday drew closer, I kad awful nigktmares 

akout it. I was reacking tke age at wkick all Kaw^ Indians kad to participate in Ta- Na-E-Ka. Well, not all Kaws. 
Many of tke younger families on tke reservation were keginning to give up tke old customs. But my grandfatker, 
Amos Deer Leg, was devoted to tradition. He still wore kandmade keaded moccasins instead of skoes, and kept 
kis iron-gray kair in tigkt kraids. He could speak Englisk, kut ke spoke it only witk w kite men. Witk kis family 
ke used a Sioux^ dialect. 

Grandfatker was one of tke last living Indians (ke died in 1953 wk en ke was 81 ) wko actually fougkt against 
tke U.S. Cavalry. Not only did ke kgkt, ke was wounded in a skirmisk at Rose Creek — a famous encounter in 
wkick tke celekrated Kaw ckief Flat Nose lost kis life. At tke time, my grandfatker was only 11 years old. 

Eleven was a magic word among tke Kaws. It was tke time of Ta-Na-E-Ka, tke “flowering of a dultkood.” It 
was tke age, my grandfatker informed us kundreds of times, “wken a koy could prove kimself to ke a warrior and 
a girl took tke first steps to womankood.” 

“I don't want to ke a warrior,” my cousin, Roger Deer Leg, confided to me. “I m going to kecome an accoun- 
tant.” 

“None of tke otker trikes make girls go tkrougk tke endurance ritual,”^ I complained to my motker. 

“It won' t ke as kad as you tkink, Mary,” my motker said, ignoring my protests. “Once you've gone tkrougk 
it, you'll certainly never forget it. You'll ke proud. " 

I even complained to my teacker, Mrs. Rickardson, feeling tkat, as a wkite woman, ske would side witk me. 

Ske didn't. “All of US kave rituals of one kind or anotker,” Mrs. Rickardson said. “And 1 ook at it tkis way: 
How many girls kave tke opportunity to compete on equal terms witk koys? Don't look down on your keritage.” 
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Heritage, indeed? I kad no intention of living on a 
reservation^ for tke rest of my life. I was a good student. 
I loved sckool. My fantasies were akout knigkts in armor 
and fair ladies in flowing gowns, keing saved from drag- 
ons. It never once occurred to me tkat keing an Indian 
was exciting. But IVe always tkougkt tkat tke Kaw were 
tke originators of tke women's likeration movement.^ 
No otker Indian triL e — and I've spent kalf a lifetime 
researcking tke sukject — treated women more equally " 
tkan tke Kaw. Unlike most of tke suktrikes of tke Sioux 
Nation, tke K aw allowed men and women to eat togetk- 
er. And kundreds of years kefore we were ''acculturated, "^ 
a Kaw woman kad tke rigkt to refuse a prospective kus- 
kand even if ker fatker arranged tke matck. 

Tke wisest women (generally wisdom was equated 
witk age) often sat in trikal councils.^ Furtkermore, most 
Kaw legends revolve around “Good \(^man,” a kind of 
super-squaw, a Joan of Axc^ of tke kigk plains. Good 
^^man led Kaw warriors into kattle after kattle fr om 
wkick tkey seemed to emerge victorious. 

And girls as well as koys were required to undergo 
Ta-Na-E-Ka. 

Tke actual ceremony varied from trike to trike, kut 
since tke Indians' life on tke plains was dedicated to sur- 
vival, Ta-Na-E’Ka was a test of survival. 

“Endurance is tke loftiest virtue of tke Indian,” my 
grandfatker explained. “To survive, we must endure. Wken 
I was a koy, Ta-Na-E-Ka was more tkan tke mere sym- 
kol it is now. We were painted w kite witk tke juice of a 
sacred kerk^ and sent naked into tke wilderness wi tkout 
so muck as a knife, couldn't return until tke wkite 
kad worn off. It took almost 18 days, and during tkat 
time we kad to stay alive, trapping food, eating insects 
and roots and kerries, and watcking out for enemies. 
And we did kave enemies — kotk tke wkite soldiers and 
tke Omaka^^ warriors, wko were always trying to capture 
Kaw koys and girls undergoing tkeir endurance test. It 
was an exciting time.'' 

“Wkat kappened if you couldn't make it?” Roger 
asked. He was korn only tkree days after I was, and we 
were keing trained for la-Na-E-Ka togetker. I was kappy 
to know ke was frigktened too. 

“Many did nt return, " Grandfatker sai d. “Only tke 
strongest and skrewdest. Motkers were not allowed to 
weep over tkose wko didn't return, if a Kaw couldn't sur- 
vive, ke or ske wasn't wortk weeping over. It was our way. '' 

“Wkat a lot of kooey,”^^ Roger wkispered. “I'd give 




anytking to get out of it.” 

“I don't see kow we kave any ckoice,” I replied. 

Ro ger gave my arm a little squeeze. “Well, it's only 
five days. " 

Five days! Mayke it was ketter tkan keing painted 
wkite and set out for naked for 18 days. But not muck 
ketter. 

^We were to ke sent, karefoot and in katking suits, 
into tke woods. Even our very traditional parents put 
tkeir foot down wken Grandfatker suggested we go naked. 
For five days we d kave to live off tke land, keeping warm 
as kest we could, getting food wkere we could. It was May, 
kut on tke nortkernmost reackes of tke Missouri River 
tke days were still ckilly and tke nigkts were fiercely cold. 

Grandfatker was in ckarge of tke montk's training 
for Ta-Na-E-Ka. One day ke caugkt a grasskopper and 
demonstrated kow to pull its legs and wings off in one 
flick of tke fingers and kow to swallow it. 

I felt sick, and Roger turned green. “It's a darn good 
tking it's 1947 ,” I told Ro ger teasingly. “You'd make a 
terrikle warrior.' ’ Ro ger just grimaced. 

“I knew one tking. Tkis particular Kaw Indian girl 
wasn't going to swallow a grasskopper no matter kow 
kungry ske got. And tken I kad an idea. Wky kadn't I 
tkougkt of it kefore? It would kave saved nigkts of kad 
dreams akout squoosky^^ grasskoppers. 

I keaded straigkt for my teacker's kouse. “Mrs. 
Rick ardson, I said, “would you lend me five dollars? ' 
Five Dollars! ske exclaime d. “Wkat for?” 

“You rememker tke ceremony I talked akout?” 

"Ta-Na-E-Ka. Of course. Your parents kave written 
me and asked me to excuse you from sckool so you can 
participate in it.” 

"Well, I need some tkings for tke ceremony,” I replied, 
in a kalf trutk. “I don't want to ask my parents for tke 
money.” 

“It's not a crime to korrow money, Mary. But kow 
can you pay it Lack?” 

"I’ll LaL y-sit for you 10 times.” 

“Tkat’ s more tkan fair, ” ske said, going to ker purse 
and kanding me a crisp new five- doll ar kill, rd never kad 
tkat muck money at once. 

“I'm kappy to know tke money's going to ke put to 
a good use,” Mrs.Rickardson said. 

A few days later, tke ritual kegan witk a long speeck 
from my grandfatker akout kow we kad reacked tke age 
of decision, kow we now kad to fend for ourselves^^ and 
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prove tkat we could survive tke most korrendous of or- 
deals. All tke friends and relatives wko gatkered at our 
kouse for dinner made jokes akout tkeir own Ta-Na-E- 
Ka experiences. Tkey all advised us to fill up now, since 
for tke next five days we'd ke gorging ourselves on 
crickets. Neitker Roger nor I was very kungry. “I'll prok- 
akly laugk akout tkis wken I'm an accountant," Roger 
said, tremkling. 

“Are you tremkling? " I asked. 

“Wkat do you tkiii?" 

“I’m kappy to know koys tremkle too, ” I said. 

At six tke next morning we kissed our parents and 
went off to tke woods. 

“Wkick side do you want?" Roger asked. According 
to tke rules, Roger and I would stake out “territories" in 
separate areas of tke woods and we weren't to communi- 
cate during tke entire ordeal. 

“I'll go toward tke river, if it's OK witk you," I said. 

“Sure," Roger answered. “Wkat difference does it 
make?" 

To me, it made a lot of difference. Tkere was a mari- 
na a few miles up tke river and tkere were koats moored^^ 
tkere. At least, I koped so. I figured tkat a koat was a ket- 
ter place to sleep tkan under a pile ofl eaves. 

“Wky do you keep kolding your kead? ” Roger asked. 

“Ok, notking. Just nervous,' ’ I told k im. Actually, I 
was afraid I'd lose tke kve-dollar kill, wkick I kad tucked*^ 
into my kair witk a kokky pin. As we came to a fork in 
tke trail, Roger skook my kand. “Good luck, Mary," 

“N'ko-n'ta," I said. It was tke Kaw word for courage. 

Tke sun was skining and it was warm, kut my kare 
feet kegan to kurt immediately. I spied one of tke kerry 
kuskes Grandfatker kad told us akout. 

“You're lucky," ke kad said. "Tke k erries are ripe in 
tke spring, and tkey are delicious and nourisking. ' Tkey 
were orange and fat and I popped one into my moutk. 

Argk! I spat it out. It was awful and kitter, and even 
grasskoppers were prokakly ketter-tasting, altkougk I 
never intended to find out. 

I sat down to rest my feet. A ra kkit kopped out from 
under tke kerry kusk. He nuzzled tke kerry I d spat out 
and ate it. He picked anotker one and ate tkat too. He 
liked tk em. He looked at me, twitcking kis nose. I watcked 
a redkeaded woodpecker kore into an elm tree, and I 
caugkt a glimpse of a civet cat^^ waddling tkrougk some 
twigs. All of a I sudden realized I was no longer frigktened. 
Ta-Na-E-Ka migkt ke more fun tkan I'd anticipated.^^ I 
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got up and keaded toward tke marina. 

“Not one koat," I said to myself dejectedly.^^But tke 
restaurant on tke skore, “Ernie's Riverside," was open. I 
walked in, feeling silly in my katking suit. Tke man at 
tke counter was kig and tougk-looking. He wore sweat- 
skirt witk tke words “Fort Skeridan, 1944, and ke kad 
only tkree fingers on one of kis kand. He asked me wkat 
I wanted." 

“A kamkurger and a milk skake, I said, kolding tke 
kve-dollar kill in my kand so ke'd know I kad money. 

“Tkat's a pretty keavy kreakfast, koney," ke said. 

“Tkat's wkat I always kave for kreakfast, I lied. 

“Forty-kve cents," ke said, kringing me tke food. 
(Back in 1947 kamkurgers were 25 cents and milk 
skakes were 20 cents.) “Delicious," I tkougkt. “Better'n 
grasskoppers — and Grandfatker never once mentioned 
tkat I couldn't eat kamkurgers. " 

Wkile I was eating, I kad a grand idea. Wky not sleep 
in tke restaurant? I went to tke ladies' room and made 
sure tke window was unlocked. Tken went kack outside 
and played along tke river kank, watcking tke water Lirds 
and trying to identify eack one. I planned to look for a 
keaver dam tke next day. 

Tke restaurant closed at sunset, and I watcked tke 
tkree-kngered man drive away. Tken I climked in tke 
un-locked window. Tkere was a ni gkt-ligkt on, so I didn't 
turn on any ligkts. But tkere was a radio on tke counter 
I turned it on to a music program. It was warm in tke 
restaurant, and I was kungry. I kelped myself to a glass 
of milk and a piece of pie, intending to keep a list of 
wkat I'd eaten so I could leave money. I also planned to 
get up early, sneak out tkrou gk tke window, and kead for 
tke woods kefore tke tk ree-kngered man returned. I 
turned off tke radio, wrapped myself in tke man's apron, 
and, in spite of tke kardness of tke floor, fell asleep. 

“Wkat tke keck are you doing kere, kid?" 

It was tke man's voice. 

It was morning. I'd overslept. I was scared. 

“Hold it, kid. I just wanna know wkat you're doing 
kere. You lost? You must ke from tke reservation. Your 
folks must ke worried sick akout you. Do tkey kave a 
pkone? " 

“Yes, yes, " I answered. “But don't call tkem. 

I was skivering. Tke man, wko told me kis name was 
Ernie, made me a cup of kot ckocolate wkile I explained 
akout Ta-Na-E-Ka. 

“Darnedest tking I ever keard," ke said, wken I was 
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tkrougk. “Lived next to tke reservation all my life and 
tkis is tke first I ve keard of Ta-Na wkatever-you-call-it.” 
He looked at me, all goosekumps in my katking suit. 
“Pretty silly tking to do to a kid,” ke muttered. 

Tkat was just wkat Ld keen tkinking for montks, kut 
wken Ernie said it, I kecame angry. “No, it isn't silly. It's 
a custom of tke Kaw. "Wfe've keen doing tkis for kundreds 
of years. My motker and my grandfatker and everykody 
in my family went tkrougk tkis ceremony. It's wky tke 
Kaw are great warriors.” 

''OK, great warrior,” Ernie ckuckled, “suit yourself. 
And, if you want to stick around, it's OK witk me. ” Ernie 
went to tke kroom closet and tossed me a kundle. “Tkat's 
tke lost-and“found closet,” ke said. “Stuff people left on 
koats. Mayke tkere s sometking to keep you warm. " 

Tke sweater fitted loosely, kut it felt good. I felt good. 
And I'd found a new friend. Most important, I was sur- 
viving Ta-Na-E-Ka. 

My grandfatker kad said tke experience would ke filled 
witk adventure, and I was kaving my fill. And, G rand- 
fatker kas never said we couldn't accept kospitality. 

I stayed at Ernie's Riverside for tke entire period. In 
tke mornings I went into tke woods and watcked tke 
animals and picked flowers for eack of tke takles in 
Ernie's. I kad never felt ketter. I was up early enougk to 
watck tke sun rise on tke Missouri, and I went to ked 
after it set. I ate everytking I wanted — insisting tkat Ernie 
take all my money for tke food. “I'll keep tkis in trust for 
you, Mary,” Ernie promised, "in case you are ever desper- 
ate for five dollars.” (He did too, kut tkat's anotker story.) 

I was sorry wken tke five days were over. I'd enjoyed 
every minute witk Ernie. He taugkt me kow to make 
western omelets and to make Ckili Ernie Style (still one 
of my favorite diskes). And I told Ernie all akout tke 
legends of tke Kaw. I kadn t realized I knew so muck 
akout my people. 

But Ta-Na-E-Ka was over, and as I approacked my 
kouse, at akout 9:30 in tke evening, I kecame nervous 
all over again. Wkat if Grandfatker asked me akout tke 
kerries and tke grasskoppers? And my feet were kardly 
cut. I kadn't lost a pound and my kair was comked. 

“Tkey 'll ke so kappy to see me,” I told myself kope- 
fully, “tkat tkey won't ask too many questions. " 

I opened tke door. My grandfatker was in tke front 
room. He was wearing tke ceremonial keaded deerskin 
skirt wkick kad kelonged to kis grandfatker. “N'g'da'ma, " 
ke said. “^(^Icome kack.” 




I emkraced my parents warmly, letting go only wken 
I saw my cousin Roger sprawled on tke couck. His eyes 
were red and swollen. He'd lost weigkt. His feet were an 
unsi gktly mass of klood and klisters, and ke was moan- 
ing: “I made it, see. I made it. I'm a warrior. A warrior. " 

My gra ndfatker looked at me strangely. I was clean, 
okviously well-fed, and radiantly kealtky. My parents got 
tke message. My uncle and aunt gazed at me witk kos- 
tility. 

Finally my grandfatker asked, "Wkat did you eat to 
keep you so well?” 

I sucked in my kreatk and klurted out tke trutk: 
"Hamkurgers and milkskakes.” 

Hamkurgers! " My grandfatker growled. " “Milk 
skakes!” Roger moaned. “You didn't say we kad to eat 
grasskoppers,” I said skeepiskly. 

“Tell us all akout your Ta-Na-E-Ka, " my grandfatker 
commanded. 

I told tk em everytking, from korrowing tke five dol- 
lars, to Ernie's kindness, to okserving tke keaver. 

Tkat s not wkat I trained you for,” my grandfatker 
said sadly. 

I stood up. “Grandfatker, I learned tkat Ta-Na-E-Ka 
is important. I didn't tkink so during training. I was scared 
stiff of it. I kandled it my way. And I learned I kad notk- 
ing to ke afraid of. Tkere's no reason in 1947 to eat grass- 
koppers wken you can eat a kamkurger.” 

I was inwardly skocked at my own audacity.^*^ But I 
liked it. “Grandfatker, I'll ket you never ate one of tkose 
rotten kerries yourself. " 

Grandfatker laugked! He laugked aloud! My motker 
and fatker and aunt and uncle were all dumkfounded. 
Grandfatker never laugked. Never. 

"Tkose kerries — tkey are terrikle,” Grandfatker ad- 
mitted. "I never swallow tkem. I found a dead deer on tke 
first day of my Ta-Na-E-Ka — skot ky a soldier, prokakly 
— and ke kept my kelly full for tke entire period of tke 
test!” 

Grandfatker stopped laugking. “We skould send you 
out again,” ke said. 

I looked at Roger. “You're pretty smart, Mary,” Roger 
groaned. I'd never kave tkou gkt of wkat you did.” 

"Accountants just kave to ke good at aritkmetic,” I 
said comfortakly. “I'm terrikle at aritkmetic.” 

Roger tried to smile, kut couldn't. My grandfatker 
called me to kim. 

"You skould kave done wkat your cousin did. But I 
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tkinls you are more alert to wkat is kappening to our 
people to Jay tkan we are. I tkink you woulJ kave passe J 
tke test unJer any circumstances, in any time. Some- 
kow, you know kow to exist in a worlJ tkat wasn't maJe 
for InJians. I Jon 't tkink you're going to kave any trou- 
kle surviving. " 

GranJfatker wasn't entirely ri gkt. But I'll tell akout 
tkat anotker time. ^ 



NOTES ON THE READING 

1 . Kaw (aiso Kansa): plains tribe of North American Indians that lived in what is 
now known as the state of Kansas. 

2. Sioux: group of North American Indian tribes of the northern plains of the 
United States and adjacent Canada. 

3. rituol; a ceremony or repeated practice often having religious significance 

4. reservation: public land ceded to Native American peoples for them to maintain 
many of their cultural practices outside federal government regulations 

5. womens liberation movement political movement, begun in the 1960s 
to secure full equality for women in American society 

6. ''accuhu rated”: to be made to follow the customs of a dominant culture 

7. council: assembly: meeting 

8. Joan of Arc: French heroine who defeated the English at Orleans in 1429; later 
burned at the stake for witchcraft. 

9. herb: a plant used to season food or for medicinal purposes 

10. Omaha: any member of a tribe of Indians in northeastern Nebraska 

1 1 . hooey: nonsense 

1 2. squooshy; unpleasantly soft and disagreeable 

1 3. to fend for ourselves: to live independently 

14. gorging; stuffing, filling to capacity 

15. moored: docked, tied up at a pier 

1 6. tucked: folded 

1 7. civet cat a meat-eating mammal slightly larger than a cat 

1 8. anticipated: expected 

19. dejectedly: in a depressed or unhappy condition 

20. audacity: boldness 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . Does your country or society have rituals comparahle to 
Ta-Na-E-Ka? What is, or was, their purpose? Are they 
still practiced? 

2 . Grandfather says: ‘Endurance is the loftiest virtue of the 
Indian. ” Discuss this idea and apply it to people in general. 

3 . Are there legends in your country about “super-women 
similar to that of the “Good Woman” legend of the Kaw 
Indians? Explain. 

4 . What is your reaction to the way that Mary participated 
in Ta-Na-E-Ka? In, your opinion, is it important to main- 
tain traditional cultural practices? 
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® THOMAS FOX AVERILL 



Elmer Peterson feels unhappy and lonely when 
his family moves to an isolated farm in Kansas. 
However his life changes abruptly when an old 
man asks his father to take care of his horse for 
a few days. Elmer's love for the horse inspires 
him to acts of independence and helps him to 
redefine his relationship with his parents. 
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Dedicated to Grant Henderson, Dover, Kansas 



El mer kaled kis name. He always kad. 

But now lie kated it even more. He kated tke farm kis parents kad moved kim to. He kated tke country. He kated 
not keing akle to ride kis kike. He kated not kaving any friends. 

Actually, since June first, ke'd kated even keing Elmer D. Peterson. June first was tke day kis fatker quit kis 
electrician's jok for good. Tkat was tke day tkey'd moved out into tke middle of nowkere, ^JC^kaunsee County, 
Kansas,^ for good. Tkat was tke day everytking went kad. For good! 

Now, tkere was notking to do tut kelp k is parents. Out kere, tkey didn't kave cakle TV. Tkey didn't kave peo- 
ple kis age to run track witk. Tkey didn't even kave a track near enougk to run on regularly. Tkey didn't kave a 
good paved road near enougk to ride kis touring kicycle on. Tkey didn't kave anytking kut sky and grass and work. 

“Rise and skine!” kis fatker yelled up tke attic stairs every morning. 

“No way!” ke skouted kack. 

His dad gave kim time. So did kis mom. It was tke least tkey could do for a kid tkey'd named Elmer, and 
tken ruined for life, moving kim away from everytking ke'd ever known, including all tke friends ke d just kn- 
isked kftk grade witk. 

Time was moving slow. His dad was like a little kid, excited and kappy. “Tkere aren't enougk kours in tke 
day,” kis fatker said every nigkt at tke supper takle. Elmer tkougkt tkere were way too many kours in tke day. 
He complained tkat tkere was notking to do. “Explore,” kis motker said to kim every morning. Elmer tkougkt 
tkere was notking to explore. He'd seen tke fields, and tke creek, and tke woods, and all tke outkuildings." ' Tkere 
wasn't anytking else. Tkere would never ke anytking else. His life was completely and totally ruined. 
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Tken, on JtJy fourtk, early in tke morning, sometking 
kappeneJ. From kis attic window, Elmer D. Peterson 
watcked an old man witk a crooked kack lead a small, very 
tkick korse down tke gravel road toward kis kouse. Tke 
two of tkem looked like a yoyo. Tke old man would kok- 
kle out ten feet, turn around, and tken stand tkere jerk- 
ing on tke rope until tke korse ran up to kim, almost 
attacking kim, circling kim, and tken stand very still, 
only kis tail twitcking. Tke old man would travel anotker 
ten feet and jerk so kard on tke lead rope tkat Elmer’s 
neck kurt just watcking. 

Elmer ignored kis motker’s call to kreakfast. He want- 
ed to see wkat would kappen. He koped tke man was 
kringing tke korse to tkem. He didn’t know wky tke oia 
man would, kut still ke koped. And tken, sure enougk, 
korse and man turned into tkeir lane. Elmer ran down- 
stairs. 

'Wkoa, said kis fatker. “Wkat’s got into you? ” 

But Elmer was kalfway down tke lane kefore kis fatker 
caugkt up witk kim. Tke old man stood squinting at tkem, 
kis eyes tke same kumt umker"^ as tke tokacco juice run- 
ning down kis stukkly ckin.^ 

“Well,” said tke oia man, “do me a favor. I can’t keep 
tkis no good korse. He’s kusted tke fence. You keep kim 
until I can get it fixed. ” 

Elmer approacked tke korse. Cocklekurs^ tangled its 
klack mane. Elmer reacked out to touck tke korse’s 
twitcking witkers.^ 

Tke old man suddenly jerked tke little korse’s kead 
down. “Don’t you even tkink akout it, you piece of glue, ” 
ke snarled. Elmer kacked away. Tke oia man looked at 
Elmer s dad. “Just over tke koliday, ” ke said. “Your koy 
kere can feed kim.’ 'Tk e old man spat and looked at Elmer. 
“W)uld you like tkat, koy? ” 

Sure,’ said Elmer. “Can we, Dad? Please? ” 

“No food, ” said El mer’s dad. “No equipment. No 
decent fence kere. ” 

“You got tkat little corral tkere, I ain’t klind, ” said 
tke old man. He pulled tke little korse close to kim. “A 
good critter, really. Part Sketland pony, part Morgan 
korse.® ^as kroke just as gentle as a rocking ckair, once. 
Had all my graiidkakies up on kis kack. No kit, just kal- 
ter kroke. We all get kard times, you know. ” 

“All ri gkt,” said Elmer’s dad. 

Tke old man went straigkt kack tkrougk tke old 
gate to tke corral. He tied tke tkick little Morgan to a 
post, promised to return, and limped away down tke 




road. Elmer’s dad went inside. Elmer’s mom called kim 
for kreakfast. He stayed witk tke korse as long as ke 
could, kut didn’t want kis mom mad at kim. 

“I’ll feed and water kim, and I’ll even find an old 
comk and get tke tangles out of kis mane. ru call kim 
Tangier, ” Elmer said. 

“Don’t name kim, Son, ” said Elmer’s dad. “He’s 
not yours. ” 

“Just for wkile ke’s kere. Just for a wkile. I’m call- 
ing kim Tangier, ” Elmer insisted. 

His fatker frowned. His motker sigked. But neitker 
said a word. 

Tk en tkey keard a terrific clatter from tke corral. 
Elmer was tke first to tke kitcken door. Tangier was rear- 
ing kack, arcking away from tke post, skaking kis kead 
and wkinnying, kis front kooves pawing tke air. Tk en 
tke rope snapped, and Tangier, tail extended, galloped in 
one quick circle around tke corral and went straigkt for 
tke gate. It was as tall as ke was, kut ke sailed over it as 
if ke’d sprouted wings. Elmer’s fatker ran to tke lane, 
kut Tangier reacked tke road in a flurry of dust, turned 
in tke direction ke’d come, and literally kigk-tailed it 
out of tkere. 

Elmer s dad picked up a rock and keaved it as far as 
ke could, “Good riddance, ke skouted. 

“Don’t, ” said Elmer’s motker and went inside. 

Elmer just stood in tke doorway. He was sorry Tangier 
was gone. He was sorry kis fatker didn’t care. But ke 
wasn t sorry ke’d seen Tangier soar like an eagle over tke 
fence, seen tkose powerful legs ckurn down tke lane, seen 
tkat smootk gallop of freedom. Tangier was faster tkan 
Elmer kad imagined any creature could ke. 

Ak er kreakfast, Elmer went to kis room and found 
kis old racing flats^^ in tke kack of tke closet. He put tkem 
on and kurried down tke stairs. 

“Wkoa, ” said kis fatker. “Wkere are you going? ” 

“Scouting, ” Elmer said. Tken, looking at kis motker, 
ke said Exploring. He was out tke door kefore eitker 
could call kim kack. He was running, faster tkan ke re- 
memkered ke could, down tke lane, onto tke road, and 
away. Aft er Tangl er. 

El mer didn’t return until lunck. In all tkat time ke 
saw Tangier only once. He came to tke top of a rise, a 
place wkere ke could see two miles in every direction. He 
stopped running. He put kis kands on kis tkin kips and 
kent forward sligktly, kreatking deeply, catcking kis 
kreatk. if ke kadn t keen leaning forward, ke wouldn’t 
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kave seen tke korse, surprisingly close to kim, almost 
kiJden in a clump of krusk in a pasture. 

Tangier saw kim. Tke korse wkinnied and trotted 
deeper into tke krusk tkat follows every draw^^ into a 
creek or pond. Elmer scooted under tke fence, scraping 
kis kare knees on a jagged skell of rock. He ran careful- 
ly cross-country into tke krusk and down tke draw, kut 
didn’t see Tangl er. He managed to fill kis T-skirt witk 
stick-tigkts^^ and otker small seeds tkat take passage all 
tkrougk tke long summer, koping to find new komes in 
fresk soil. 

At kome, ke filled a quart jar witk water and drank 
it all kefore ke said a word. “I know wkere Tangier is,” ke 
said finally. 

don’t care wkere ke is, ” said Elmer’s dad. "He’s 
not our korse. 

“We said we’d keep kim,’ ’ El mer insisted. “We prom- 
ised to feed kim. You said I could take care of kim. ” 

“I’m not going to kuy feed for a korse I’ve only seen 
for five minutes, Elmer. It just doesn’t make sense. ” 

“We can catck kim.” 

“No,” said Elmer’s dad. He crossed kis arms on kis 
ckest, sometking ke did wken ke meant kusiness. 

Elmer sat down, frowning. 

“We re going to tke Andersons’ at tkree,’ ’ El mer’s 
dad reminded kim. 

“Not me,” said Elmer. “I’m finding Tangier. ” 

“You’ll ke ready at tkree o’clock, young man, or you’ll 
never see tkat korse again. ’ 

“Yes, sir,” said El mer. 

After lunck ke went up to kis room and looked out 
tke attic window, first to tke nortk, tken to tke soutk. 
As far as ke could see all around kim, miles of green kills, 
witk tkeir rock outcroppings,*^ tke lines of trees revealing 
fence lines and otker farms, tke krown rikkons of road 
trailing off in tke four directions; ke could not see Tangier. 

His motker sat on kis ked. 

“I wisk 1 kad a korse,” Elmer said. 

“Your fatker and I wisk you did, too,” ske said. 

“Tken wky can’t I?” 

“Elmer,” ske si gked. “We don’t kave tke fences fixed. 
We don’t kave tke time it would take to really care for a 
korse. don’t kave a cent of extra money. You know 
we re taking a gamkle even keing out kere. But it’s very 
important to your fatker. ” 

“He doesn’t care akout me. He only pays attention 
to wkat’s important. ” 
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“You’re important, Elmer. He’s just worried. Akout 
money. Akout getting enougk done kefore winter. He s 
just like you. He’s doing tkings ke’s never done kefore. 
You know tkat’s not easy.” 

“Can I go look for Tangier some more? 

“if you’re kack ky tkree o’clock, skarp. 

Elmer was tired of running. He put on long pants 
and walked slowly tkrougk fields in tke direction ke’d 
seen Tangl er. Along tke way ke picked up stones to see 
kow far ke could kurl tkem. He followed tkeir arc first 
wi tk kis eyes, tken witk kis feet, koping to find tke exact 
same stones again. He never did. He kad akout as muck 
ckance of tkat as ke did of seeing Tangier again. 

Once, one of kis rocks disturked a red-tailed kawk. 
El mer keard a scream, tken saw tke kawk slowly circle 
into tke sky. He wisked ke could ke up tkere, witk a kawk’s 
eyesigkt. He’d find Tangier for sure. He looked at kis 
watck: two -fifteen. He’d kave to run if ke didn t want 
angry parents. He tkrew one more rock, kigk as ke could. 
He watcked it fall. 

Tkere was a picnic in town. A dark drive kome. A 
deep sleep. 
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“Rise and skine! ” kis fatker called up tke stairs. “We’ve 
got some errands to run. ” 

Elmer was ready to puU tke skeet over kis kead wken 
ke rememkered tke day kefore and Tangier. He tkrew on 
kis clotkes and kustled to tke kreakfast takle. 

“^fksk your face and comk your tangles out,” said kis 
motker, patting kis sleep-mussed kair. 

“No time,’ said El mer. “Me and Dad we’ve got to 
kurry. ” 

'And wkere are you going? ’ ske asked kim. 

“I don’t know,” ke admitted He was full of kope for 
tkis day, kut ke wanted kis dad to say wkat tkey d do. 
“Dad? ” ke asked. 

“First we re going to find tkat old man. I kelieve kis 
name is Crawskaw. We’re going to tell kim we don’t kave 
kis korse. We ’ll drive over so we can look on tke way. 
Tken we re going to kuy some fencing supplies. Migkt 
Le El mer kere wouldn’t mind kelping if tkere was a rea- 
son for kim to.” 

“You mean I migkt get a korse?” 

“Someday, Son,” said kis dad, “kut you’ve got to ke 
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willing to Jo your part.” 

“Dear,” saiJ Elmer’s mom, anJ ske signalleJ Elmer’s 
JaJ into tkeir keJroom. Tkey closed tke Joor. It was one 
of tkeir conferences. Usually, tkey just askeJ Elmer to 
go outside for a wkile. Even tken ke could sometimes 
kear loud voices, angry and skarp. Once ke’d gone clear 
out past tke corral to wkere a stand of trees kegan. But 
ke still k eard tkeir voices, amazed ky kow far anger 
could travel. 

Tkis d ay, alone at tke kreakfast takle, ke overkeard 
parts of wkat tkey said. His motker: “It’s not fair unless 
you plan to.” His fatker: “But we kave to ke ready first.” 
Tken, later: “He kas to earn it. ’ Tken kis motker again: 
“Don’t get kis kopes up if we can’t do it soon.” His fatker: 
sometking akout “next spring.” Tken kis motker mak- 
ing a warning and kis fatker saying “spoiled. ” His motker: 
“You’re not getting your way?” 

Elmer looked at kis cereal wken kis motker came 
kack into tke kitcken and poured kerself more coffee. Ske 
leaned against tke counter. “Good tkings sometimes take 
a long time to kappen,” ske said. 

Elmer nodded. Wken kis fatker came out of tke ked- 
room, Elmer left kis cereal kalf-finisked and followed, 
silently, to tke truck. 

Elmer put kis kead out tke window and searc kedtke 
passing countryside for Tangier. Notking. A mile away kis 
fatker slowed at a kroken-down gate. “Tkat’s wkere ke’s 
keen, said Elmer's dad. “Been and gone. Look at tkat 
fence.” As tkey drove along it, as tke old k arked wire 
drooped, fell away kroken from rusted staples. Posts, rot- 
ted in tke ground, kent at every angle. “It’ll take tkat old 
man more tkan a weekend to fix tkat,” sai dEl mer’s dad. 

Elmer kept kis eyes open. He saw everytking else in 
tke morning klue of sky, in tke pale green of dusty grass, 
kut not Tangier. And tken tkey were finally at Crawskaw’s. 

Tke old man lived in an old skack of a kouse, as kent 
and crooked as ke was, as krown witk weatker as tke 
tokacco ke ckewed, as overgrown witk weeds as kis stuk- 
kly face. 

“You knock on tke door, Son, ” Elmer’s dad joked, 
“if I do, it’ll prokakly fall in. ” 

But tke old man was suddenly at tke door. He opened 
tke screen, leaned out, and spat some tokacco juice into 
a rusty milk can on tke porck. Tken ke limped out and sat 
noisily on an old sofa. Tke cuskions were ripped. Elmer 
imagined it was full of a kundred mice, squeaking like tke 
sofa’s tired springs. “So, ke ran away already, ” said tke 
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old man, kis krown eyes gleaming. “I skould’ve figured it. 
Jump a fence, did ke?” 

Elmer nodded, kut tke old man wasn’t looking at 
kim. Crawskaw was looking far away, as tkougk ke were 
watcking Tangier gallop in a circle and jump. 

“He jumped tke gate,” sai d El mer’s dad. 

“Sure. Wkatever.” Tke old man krusked kis arms. 
“You’ve got a magical korse tkere,” ke said. He looked 
at El mer. “He’s little like tke Sketland in kim, kut ke’s 
strong and powerful like kis Morgan klood. And you lis- 
ten kere. Tkat little korse can do anytking, if ke kas a 
mind to. Used to ke in tke circus, you know. He can 
count, climk a stepladder up and down, jump anytking 
in front or keside kim. He can do anytking, if ke kas a 
mind to. He can do everytking kut cook your kreakfast. 
Wky, ke can run so fast in one of tkem little kitty cir- 
cus rings you couldn’t see kut just a klur. One old koy 
told me ke could get going so fast ke’d d isappear. Tkat 
wkat ke did to you, koy?” Tke man winked. 

“Is Tangl er really magical?” asked Elmer. 

“Tangier?” asked tke old man. “Wkat do you mean, 
Tangier? ” 

“Tkat’s kis name,” said Elmer, excited. “I mean tkat’s 
w kat I call kim. ” 

“Good name. He’s tangled up my fence pretty good. 
You like k im?” 

*Sure, said Elmer He looked at kis dad, kut kis dad 
was looking away. 

“He’ s yours if you want kim, koy,” Crawskaw said 
suddenly. 

Elmer couldn’t kelieve it. “Mine? ” ke asked. 

“He’s yours if you can catck kim.” 

“Can we catck kim, Dad?” Elmer asked. 

“I don t know, ” said kis fatker. “How did you catck 
kim?” ke asked Crawskaw. 

“Ok, ke k nows me. After I kougkt k im offtk e circus 
ke was like a pet. Tkat was kefore my wife died. Before 
all my kids moved to town. I’d catck kim now, ’cept tkis 
rkeumatism’s^^ got me so kad. I keen laid up in tke kouse 
ever since I was at your place yesterday.” 

“We ll tkink akout it,” said El mer’s dad. “Once we 
get our fence fixed.” 

Crawskaw tkrew kis kead kack and laugked kard, kis 
moutk open wide. His teetk were as klack as rocks. He 
leaned forward. “You can’t fence kim in any more tkan 
you can fence in God’s country air.” He ckuckled. “Get 
you some good feed and some sugar cukes. Treat kim 
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rigkt. He 11 come around. Especially to tke koy kere.” 

11 tkinle akout it,” Elmer s dad said again, and 
ke wa Iked k ack toward tke truck. 

Elmer wondered if tkat meant no. Tkese days, ke 
- couldn^t quite tell wkat kis dad was tkinking, or just wkat 
kis dad migkt do. 

“Son,” Crawskaw kissed and motioned Elmer over. 

Elmer went and stood in front of tke ratty^^ sofa, 
close enou gk to fill kis nose witk tke strong smell of tke 
old man. 

“Here^s wkat you do,” said Crawskaw. “You got to 
use color. Rememker, ke was in tke circus. He likes kri gkt 
colors. Put food color on tke sugar cukes. Get you some- 
tking rea Uyb rigkt to wear, like a clown costume. Ok, yeak, 
an d if tkat d oesn^t work, tkere s one otker tking. Tke lit- 
tle guy was raised on keer. He mi gkt still like a nip.^ ^ Tkat 
mi gkt do it.” He smiled. 

“Tkanks,” said El mer. He jumped off tke creaky old 
porck and ran to tke truck. 

“Good luck,” called Crawskaw. 

“Will call you in a couple of days,” Elmer s dad 
skouted kack. 

“No pkone,” yelled tke old man tkrougk cupped 
kands. Elmer s dad just nodded and kacked tke truck 
out of tke dirt drive. It was a quiet ride kome. Wken 
tkey reacked tkeir turnoff, Elmer s dad kept ri gkt on 
going toward town. 

“Wkere are we going?” as ked El mer. 

“Wkere’ s your memory?” asked kis dad. 

“For fencing stuff?” Elmer asked, disappointed. “But 
ke said tkat wouldn t matter. He said it wouldn t work. 
He told me kow to catck Tangl er.” 

“He told you a lot of tkings,” said Elmer's dad. “And 
you kelieved it all. Magic. Circuses. Disappearing. Elmer, 
you listen to me. A korse is a korse, and if you want to 
keep a korse you kave to kuild a good fence. And if you 
want tkis korse, you kave to kelp me mend fence.” 

“But weVe got to catck kim. Soon,” Elmer wkined. 

“Well mend fence first, tken try for tke korse. And 
tkat's fi nal. “Do you understand?” 

"Yes, sir,” said Elmer. But ke did n't want to wait 
very long. His korse would ke wanting some sugar. 

Tkey went to town, came kome, unloaded, kegan 
work. Mending fence was slow. It made tke day stretck 
longer and longer, like tke kar bed wire wken tkey wincked^^ 
it at tke corners. He didn't mean to, kut El mer kept prick- 
ing kimself on tke skarp karks. “Pay attention,” kis dad 
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would say. Wken Elmer put kis fingers in kis moutk, kis 
dad told kim to stop it. 

His dad was kard to work witk all tkrougk tke long 
afternoon. Tkey worked and worked, wincked and wincked, 
stretcked and stretcked, pounded and pounded tke new 
staples into tke old cedar posts. Elmer's dad pounded kis 
tkumk several times, eack time letting out a kig kowl, tke 
last time tkrowing kis kammer. Tkey searcked tke tall 
pasture grass for ten minutes kefore Elmer found it. 
“Tkanks, " said kis dad, standing next to Elmer and look- 
ing kack at tke fence. Even witk tke new staples and wire, 
tke posts sagged. Between some posts, tke old wire drooped 
more tkan kefore. Elmer wondered if kis dad wanted kim 
to say sometking. He felt kis dad' s kand on kis skoul- 
der. “It's not easy to do krand new tkings, is it?” El mer's 
dad asked. 

“No, sir, " said Elmer and moved kack to tke fence. 
Tangier could jump it no proklem no matter kow well it 
was mended. 

Tkey strung two new wires kefore kis dad let El mer 
go kack to tke kouse. He was supposed to tell kis mom 
tkey were done for tke day, kut wken ke walked ky tke 
kack porck ke saw ker in a lawn ckair, reading a kook. He 
waved and kurried inside. He kad work to do and fast. 
He ran to tke kitcken witk a ckair and went for tke top 
cakinet, wkere kis mom kept tke kaking supplies. 

Tke food coloring was rigkt wkere ke'd guessed, and 
ke slipped tke tiny red, klue, green, and yellow kottles into 
kis kack pockets. But tke sugar cukes were not tkere. 
Surely tkey weren't all gone. He racked kis krain,^^tken 
rememkere d. One of tke women kis motker taugkt witk 
kad come to tea tke montk kefore. His motker kad put 
tke cukes into a little kowl, part of ker kest ckina set. He 
jumped off tke ck air and went to tke ckina cupkoard. 

He'd just dug out a kan dful wken ke keard kis 
motker open tke kack door. He slipped tkem in kis skirt 
pocket, tken put tke lid on tke kowl. “Wkat are you 
doing? " asked kis mom. 

“Um...I tkougkt I'd set tke takle for you. Dad says 
we re done for tke day. " 

“Witk my kest ckina?” His motker smiled. Elmer 
could tell ske knew ke was up to sometking, kut didn't 
want to ckallenge kim. 

“Well, " ke said, “it's kind of a special occasion. Since 
Mr. Crawskaw gave me Tangier.” 

“Elmer,” said kis motker, “you've still got to mend 
tke fence and tken see if you can catck kim. Your fatker 



thomas fox averill 



B 

E 

I 

N 

G 

P 

E 

O 

P 

L 

E 




C 

H 

I 

L 

D 

R 

E 

N 



tkinfes Mr. Crawskaw is just getting your kopes up. 
Don't get your keart too set, okay?” 

“Okay,” Elmer said. He stood up. His front skirt 
pocket kulged out, and ke ran upstairs to unload tke 
cukes. From kis room ke called down to ker: “I'll come 
kelp you set tke takle in a second! " 

“Tkanks!” ske yelled kack. 

At supper, kis mom asked kis dad kow it was going 
witk tke fence. 

“Okay,” kis dad said. 

Elmer keard sometking in kis dad's voice, kut ke 
couldn't teU wkat it was until kis mom asked kim tke 
same question, and, just like kis dad ke said, “Okay. ” 
Tke way tkey said it was exactly tke same, like it wasn't 
really going okay. Usually kis dad said tkings like ke 
knew just wkat ke tkougkt and just wkat to do. Tkat's 
wkat ke'd always keen like. But now tkere was some- 
tking new in kis dad's voice. Like doukt. Elmer liked 
tkat a little, kut it scared kim a little, too. 

“Can I go outside?” ke asked, wken ke'd knisked 
everytking kut tke green keans on kis plate. 

“Wkere to?” asked kis dad. 

“Just out,” El mer said. “Mayke take a long walk, 
tken run kome. Mayke my new sckool will kave a cross- 
country team. " 

“Axe you going korse-kunting?” asked kis dad. JElmer 
nodded. His fatker looked at tke kig kitcken clock. It 
was an old sckool clock Elmer's mom kad krougkt kome 
wken tke sckool wkere ske taugkt kad kougkt new ones. 
It always reminded Elmer of kow ke watcked tke clock 
at sckool, waiting for tke days to end. “You can go for a 
wkile. Be kome ky eigkt skarp.” His fatker sounded def- 
inite again. 

Elmer kounded up tke stairs to put on kis running 
skoes. Tken ke found kis sckool kackpack. In it, ke 
stuffed an old wkite skirt, some red pants ke'd worn 
once in a sckool play, and a kri gkt red kunting cap kis 
dad kad wanted to tkrow away. In tke pack's zipper 
front, ke slipped tke sugar cukes and food coloring ke'd 
snitcked kefore dinner. Tken, ke kurried down tke stairs 
and ran past tke kitcken. 

“Wkat' s in tke pack?” ke k eard kis motker ask. 

“Just some stuff,” k e said, still running. He didn't 
kear kis motker call kim kack, so ke keaded quickly 
away toward tke corral. He rememkered seeing a kig piece 
of rope kanging in one of tke outkuddings. He creaked 
open tke old door and tkere it was. He took it down. It 




was only akout twelve feet long and old and frayed, stiff 
and rougk like Tangier's mane. But it was all ke kad, so 
ke stuffed it in kis pack, put tke pack on kis kack, and 
took off at a slow jog. 

An kour later, ke was at Crawskaw 's dirt drive, five 
miles from kis kouse. He kad a side stitck^^ from run- 
ning rigkt after dinner, kut ke didn't care. He walked 
toward tke kouse. Tke sun, lowering in tke western sky, 
turned tke korizon pale, tken wasked it lavender. Elmer 
was looking at tke sky wken ke keard Crawskaw koom 
out: “Caugkt kim yet, koy?” 

“No,” said Elmer, still kreatking kard as ke walked 
up to tke porck. 

“Tkat tired and you ain't even started?” 

Elmer sat on tke edge of tke porck. “I ran over kere. 
I can't get any keer. My mom and dad never kave any. " 

“So you tkougkt I just mi gkt?” Crawskaw ckuck- 
led. “You mi gkt te rigkt. " Elmer looked at tke old man, 
wko spat a stream of tokacco juice, perfectly, into tke m ilk 
can six feet fr om kim. “And you migkt ke wrong. You 
kaven't tried tke sugar and tke colors, kave you?” 

’ Elmer was uncomfortakle. He koped Crawskaw would 
kelp kim, kut it was just questions, just like keing at kome. 
So ke stood up and took off kis kackpack. 

“You tkink I'll ke akle to catck kim?'’ Elmer as ked, 
pulling out tke old rope. 

“^fait a minute, son,” said tke old man. “You go near 
kim witk tkat rope ke'U ke kalfway to Timkuktu^^ kefore 
you can say Jack Rokinson.”^* 

“But you krougkt kim to our place witk a rope.” 
And kow well did tkat work?” asked tke old man. 
“Not very, I guess,” admitted Elmer. 

“But ke couldn't kave stayed at all witkout it,” 
Crawskaw said. “And I wanted kim to stay. I ain't got no 
time for kim anymore. Seems to me like you migkt. 
Once you catck kim, tkat is. Once you get kim used to 
you. But you can't do it witk a rope.” 

Elmer dropped tke rope and kegan emptying tke rest 
of kis pack. “Good,” said tke old man wken ke skowed 
kim tke pants and skirt and kat. “Great,” ke said wken 
Elmer skowed kim tke food coloring and tke sugar cukes. 
“How'd you know I wanted a korse?” Elmer asked. 
“You know a koy wko don't? Now you get tkose 
cukes colored. Get your clotkes on. It's getting late.” 
Elmer looked at kis watck: six-tkirty. He opened tke 
kottles of food coloring and watcked tke drops of liquid 
soak into tke cukes. He colored eack cuke. He made one 
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of all tke colors, different color on eack side. Tken ke 
lai d tke wkite skirt onto tke porck and made long stripes 
of colors top to kottom like a rainkow of suspenders. He 
let tke skirt dry wkile ke put on tke krigkt red pants over 
kis jogging skorts. **Good,” said tke old man, wken Elmer 
finally put tke skirt an d k rigkt kunting cap on, complet- 
ing kis costume. “Now, ske If you don't see kim 

tonigkt, we ll tkink akout tke keer tomorrow. Can you 
get away?” 

“I will,” Elmer promised. “I tkink Dad'll let me. But 
I don't tkink ke likes Tangl er. He doesn't kelieve wkat 
you said akout circuses and all. " 

“Wkat akout you? Do you kelieve it, koy? " asked 
Crawskaw. 

“Yes, " said Elmer. He turned away, tken kack around. 
“Tkanks, Mr. Crawskaw,” ke said. "Tk anks a lot.” 

“Call me ky my first name,” said tke old man, “if 
we're going to ke friends.” 

“Wkat is your first name? " Elmer asked. 

“You know it, I ket,” said Crawskaw. “Guess.” 

“I don't know.” 

“Elmer,” said tke old man. 

“Wkat? ” asked Elmer. 

Crawskaw just laugked. “Elmer Crawskaw. Tkat' s my 
name.” 

“Really?” as ked Elmer. “Tkat' s my name, too. " 
“Elmer Crawskaw?” joke d tke old man. 

"No. Elmer D. Peterson.” 

"Well, r m mi gkty pleased to meet you, Elmer,” said 
Elmer. “It ain't every day you find anotker Elmer, is it? " 
“No, sir.” 

JUlmer. 

“Rigkt. No, sir, Elmer. " 

“Now get tkat korse, koy. " El mer Crawskaw skooed 
Elmer D. Peterson away. 

At first, El mer felt weird running in tke long red 
pants, tke funny skirt and kat, tke sugar cukes crunck- 
ing in kis kands like decaying dice. But ke wanted to 
find Tangier, and ke ran a mile, fast, kefore ke ducked^^ 
under a fence and started tkrougk some pasture near 
wkere ke rememkered seeing Tangier tke day kefore. He 
tried to stay in tke kigk places, wkere Tangier could see 
kim and ke attracted to tke colors. He trotted into tke 
dusk, feeling good akout Elmer Crawskaw, tkat anyone 
in tke world would kave tke same first name as ke did. 
Tke old man kad known ke wanted a korse. Elmer 
Crawskaw wanted kim to catck Tangier. He would kelp. 
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He would ke a friend. 

Elmer keard a wkinnying^^ and stopped. He turned 
full circle, kut saw no tking. Tk en ke keard it again, kekind 
kim. He saw Tangier come out of a draw, and Elmer 
danced, waving kis arms litea clown mi gkt. Tk en ke keld 
out a kandful of sugar cukes. “Come kere, koy,” ke caUed. 
“Come kere. " And Tangier came. Elmer coiddn't kelieve it. 

Ten feet away, Tangier stopped, tkrust kis neck out, 
kis nose forward, and sniffed. Elmer extended kis arm as 
far as ke could witkout taking a step. Tangier stretcked 
forward, too, tken took several small steps. Elmer tiptoed 
closer, until, fina lly, Tangl er krusked Elmer's extended 
palm. He snuffed tkrougk tke nose, tken kis tongue came 
out, singled out a cuke of many colors, and krougkt it 
into kis moutk. Tangier cruncked tke cuke. “Good koy,” 
said Elmer. “Good koy. " 

He didn't know wkat to do next, kut ke knew it was 
late, and ke knew ke'd kave to use tke few otker colored 
sugar cukes to lead Tangier kome. So ke did wkat ke 
didn't want to do. He turned and walked away toward kis 
kouse. In twenty feet ke looked kack. Tangl er was fol- 
lowing kim. Elmer stopped and fed tke korse anotker 
cuke. Tk en ke walked some more. Two cukes later tkey 
were at tke fence. Elmer took a ckance. He slid under 
and stood on tke road kolding out a cuke of sugar. 
Tangl er neared tke fence, looked over it, wkinnied, and 
promptly jumped it. Elmer couldn't kelieve kis eyes. He 
gave Tangier anotker cuke, kis next to last one, tken fan 
down tke road, Tangier following along kekind. 

Akalf -mile from kis kouse, Elmer fed Tangl er kis 
last cuke. He kegan trotting again. It was getting very 
late, already we 11 after ei gkt o'clock. He’d ke in kig trou- 
kle if ke didn't get kome soon. He keard Tangier kekind 
kim and ran faster. 

Tk en ke couldn't kear anytking kut kis own footfalls. 
He stopped and turned around. He couldn't see anytking 
kut lumpy skadows on tke distant road. “Tangier!” ke 
called. Notking answered. He stood quietly, disappointed. 

“Elmer! " It was kis fatker's voice. He took out run- 
ning toward it. Rigkt as ke neared kis lane, ke tkougkt 
ke keard sometking. He stopped one last time. Tkat's 
wken ke saw it. A skadow galloped toward kim. Hooves 
sounded tke gravel like koUow kones. Tangier was com- 
ing rigkt at kim, and Elmer froze. He wanted to close 
kis eyes, kut ke wanted to see wkat Tangier would do. 
Elmer squeezed kis kands togetker as kard as ke could. 
His face winced. Tangl er tkundered rigkt up to kigk. 
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tken leaped, clearing Elmer's kead witk a rusk of wind. 
Tke korse landed witkout kreaking stride, leaving kekind 
only tke leatkery smell of kis kide. Tangier raced away, 
down tke road. 

*‘Elmer!” kis fatker skouted again. 

“Coming,” Elmer said. He quickly stripped off kis 
clown costume and stuffed it kack in kis pack. Tken ke 
ran up tke lane, kis kreatk still skort watk excitement. 
He explained everytking to kis dad, kut ke was very late. 
His fatker claimed ke kadn't keard tke korse run up and 
jump over Elmer. His fatker was mad and grounded^^ 
kim for tke rest of tke week. 
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III 

Elmer woke to tke sound of kis fatker's koots on tke 
attic stairs. 

“You can work witk me, or you can stay inside. 
Tkat's it.” His dad was still mad. 

Inside,” Elmer said. Tken, “I really did see kim. He 
really did follow me kome and eat sugar cukes out of my 
kan d. H e really did jump over me.” 

Elmer, said kis dad. “I want to kelieve you. But I 
also kave to punisk you for staying out way past wken I 
told you to ke in.” 

“It was liJ.e a jok. Dad,” Elmer said. “I just wanted 
to knisk it. You come in late to dinner sometimes wken 
you kave to knisk sometking.” 

“And you can, too, wken you're an adult.” His fatker 
looked at kim, kut Elmer turned away. “Your motker's 
gone to town. But ske'll ke kack ky lunck. You kelp ker 
around tke kouse today. You understand? " 

“Wkat are you going to do? " 

“Mend fence, of course. First tkings krst, Elmer. " 

“He can jump it, anyway.” 

“We'll see. His fatker went kack dowm tke stairs. 
Just kefore ke went outside ke stuck kis kead into tke 
stairwell. “You just keep from getting sassy. You under- 
stand? You don't know everytking.” 

Neitker do you, Elmer tkougkt. He wanted kis dad 
to kelieve kim, to understand. “Yes, sir,” was all ke said. 
He went to tke window and watcked kis fatker walk 
tkrougk tke gate, past tke corral, toward tke kack pasture. 

As soon as ke couldn't see kis dad anymore, ke kur- 
ried to kis closet. He kad made up kis mind tke ni gkt 
kefore, wken kis dad didn't kelieve kis story. He would 




sneak out, run to Crawskaw's skack, pick up tke keer, 
and get Tangier to come witk kim. 

Offke ran, pack on kis kack. Tkis time, ke found a 
skortcut tkrougk different pastures, to tke old man's 
kouse. ‘Morning, Elmer,” said Crawskaw from tke sofa 
on tke porck. 

Morning, Elmer,” Elmer said kack. He sat down 
on tke edge of tke porck and told kis friend all akout tke 
ni gkt k efore. 

"Atta k oy, said Crawskaw wken ke keard Elmer s 
story. “Sounds like ke likes you.” 

“I don't kave any more sugar cukes.” 

“Tkat' s okay. ‘Cause I found a kottle of k eer. Now 
get on your costume. He 11 ke somewkere ketween kere 
and your place, if I know kim.” 

Elmer tkrew on kis clotkes, emptying tke kackpack. 
Crawskaw reacked kekind tke sofa, tken stood up, twist- 
ing tke top off a krown kottle of Budweiser. He also kad 
several old sponges, krownisk purple like kig pieces of liver. 
He picked up Elmer's pack, stuffed it full of sponges, and 
poured in tke wkole kottle of k eer. A little foam came to 
tke top, kut Crawskaw zipped it skut. 

“Well,” ke said, tkrowing tke empty kottle at a fifty- 
five gallon drum ke used for trask, “now ke'll follow you 
anywkere, once ke gets a wkiff.”^^ 

“Tkanks,” said El mer. He put on tke pack. iti eaked 
a little onto kis skirt and pants. “I'm not supposed to ke 
out today. " 

'You get in troukle last nigkt?” Crawskaw didn't wait 
for an answer. “Tell me, do you kave any tack?” Elmer 
looked puzzled. “Bridle. Saddle. Halter. Stuff like tkat,” 
Crawskaw explained. 

“No, sir.” 

“Well, get going,” Crawskaw said. “You get tkat korse 
kome. Good luck. " 

“Tk anks, Elmer,” said Elmer, and ke ran off. He 
could fee Itke keer in kis pack slosk around. His pants 
were getting soaked. Tke warm keer smelled a little like 
kread dougk and a little like rotting apples. 

Elmer tried to go in a straigkt line ketween Crawskaw's 
kouse and kis. He ran across country ke'd never seen 
kefore, and everywkere ke looked, ke saw new tkings: tke 
way tke trees kent from tke steady winds, tke way tke 
grass turned klue along its edges, tke way tke ponds 
reflected tke sky. Mayke it was kecause ke was grounded 
and wasn t supposed to ke out. Mayke it was kecause since 
Tangier ke d keen exploring tke count^side so muck. 
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MayLe it was because be wanted to see Tangier in eacb 
new view, so be looked close. But be loved being out in 
tbe beautiful countryside, nothing but grass beneath 
him, sky over him, and the whispering wind pushing and 
pulling him along. He wished he never had to go home. 

He went down a draw, crossed a dried up old creek bed, 
and began climbing up a rise. A lit±le way up he jumped 
over a thin wire. He hadn't seen anything like it before, 
but he was pretty sure it was electrified. He almost touched 
it, then decided he'd better not. Near the top of the rise, 
he stopped and looked all around him. He saw three 
things at once. Above him, farther up the rise, he saw a 
huge cow, black and stocky, thick in tke shoulders and 
neck. Its eyes glinted in the sun. Just as Elmer realized it 
was not a cow, but a bull, he saw Tangier, behind the ani- 
mal, past another thin wire and another fence hne. Then, 
to his right, he saw a plume of dust raising^ from the 
gravel road. A truck, his father's truck, came over the rise. 

Elmer stood very still. There was no use running. 
Either his father would see him in the crazy clown cos- 
tume, or he wouldn't. But before he could tell anything 
about his dad, Elmer heard a huge bellow. The great 
black bull tossed its head. Then it pawed the ground and 
bellowed again. Elmer changed his mind about running. 
He tried to judge which fence line in the treeless pasture 
was closest. The bull lowered its massive head. 

Th en Tangier whinnie d. The bull looked beh in Jk im, 
distracted for a second by Tangl er. Elmer took advantage 
of the moment, running toward the road, away from tke 
kuU and away from Tangl er. That' s when he saw his 
father's truck stop. He was running straight for it, his 
legs pumping, the beer on his back churning to foam. 

Even as he ran, Elmer thought of all the trouble he 
was in. For just a moment, he felt ma d. Mad at the bull, 
mad at his dad, mad at Elmer Crawshaw, mad at Tangier. 
He wondered why all this had to happen to him, Elmer 
D. Peterson. Then he couldn't think anymore, because 
he could hear the bull's heavy footsteps. He loo kedk ack, 
over his shoulder, still running, and everything seemed 
slow motion. The bull was lumbering^^ toward him. 
Tangier whinnied, reared back, shook his head. “Tangl er!” 
Elmer shouted. Then, because he wasn't watching where 
he was going, he tripped on a clump of bluestem and 
went down flat on his face. 

“Elmer!” his dad yelled. Elmer looked up. 

“Dad!” he screamed back. His father began to climb 
the fence. 







Then Elmer heard a loud whinnying, almost a whine, 
and he sat up. Tangier jumped the fence and raced toward 
the bull, which was halfway to where Elmer sat. Elmer 
stood up, but he couldn't run. Like the night before, he 
could only watch what Tangier would do. He was afraid, 
but fascinated. Tangier galloped across the pasture, gain- 
ing on the kull. 

“Elmer! Run, Elmer!” his dad yelled again, over the 
fence now and looking for something to throw at the 
buU. 

But Elmer couldn't move. He was frozen to the spot. 

“Elmer!” It was his mother's voice this time. Elmer 
hadn't seen her in the truck with his dad. He waved to 
her, just as if everything was fine, just as if there were no 
bull running toward him, just as if he didn't have on a 
silly clown costume, just as if he didn't have a backpack 
full of beer-soaked sponges leaking all over him. 

He could feel the earth shaking with the pounding 
of the bull's hooves. He looked right at the bull, now. It 
was huge. Tangier was just behind it, though, tail up, 
galloping faster than Elmer had ever seen him run. And 
then, when the bull was just thirty feet from Elmer, 
Tangl er caught up to the charging animal. Elmer couldn t 
see what happened, but suddenly the bull crumpled onto 
its front legs, bellowing. The bull looked all around. 
Tangier danced away, distracting the bull from Elmer. 
There was something in Tangier's mouth. Elmer felt a 
hand on his shoulder, tugging at him. It was his dad. 

“Look,” said Elmer, pointing. They both looked, 
amaze d. Tangl er had bitten the bull's tail clear off, an Jke 
tossed it in his mouth like a whip. Tke bull stood back up 
then and stared at Elmer and his dad. It stared at Tangier. 
It let out a huge bellow, then started after the horse. 
Tangl er galloped away, turning a circle, confusing the kuU. 

“C'mon,” Elmer's dad said, and he and Elmer backed 
away, their eyes on tke kuU an d Tangl er. They hopped the 
electric wire, then climbed the fence, all the time watch- 
ing Tangier run the bull. Elmer's mother came over and 
stood beside them. Tangier was amazing, running in cir- 
cles, turning the bull every which way. Once, when the 
bull charged him, Tangier made a tight circle and jumped 
right over the enraged animal. Elmer couldn t believe how 
fast, how nimble^^ Tangier was, his nostrils flaring, the 
bu ll's tail still whipping from his teeth. Finally, after five 
minutes of bull baiting,^^ Tangier had the huge animal so 
tired, so dizzy, So confused, that it crumpled again onto 
the grass, its head lazily following Tangier's movements 
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as tkougk it were drunk. 

“Greatest skew on eartk, ain't it?” Elmer Crawskaw 
walked up kekind tkem. He kad parked kis truck down 
tke road a ways earlier wken tkey were all too kusy and 
anxious to notice kim. Crawskaw lifted tke pack off 
Elmer s kack. “Tkanks for kelping me, son,” ke said. 

He kegan walking away witk tke pack. Wken ke neared 
kis truck, ke turned around and yelled kack at tkem. “I 
know I skouldn t kave told you to come over. But I coiJd- 
nt kave done it witkout you. I've got your pay in my 
truck tkere. He walked toward kis pickup, and tkrew 
Elmer s pack into tke kack. Elmer and kis motker and 
fatker followed tke old man. 

Tken Tangier wkinnied, and, free from tke kull, ke 
trotted toward tke road. He jumped tke little electric wire, 
tken jumped tke fenceline tkirty feet from tkem. He 
started toward tkem, kut kalfway, as if rememkering 
sometking, Tangier trotted up to tke fence and witk a 
skake of kis kead ke tossed tke kull's tail into tke pas- 
ture. Tk en ke turned and trotted toward tkem, kis nos- 
trils still flared. Before tkey could wonder wkat ke'd do 
next, ke passed tkem and jumped up into Crawskaw's 
pick-up, just like a dog would do. Elmer and kis dad and 
mom kurried to tke truck. 

Tangier was nuzzling^^ Elmer s pack. Crawskaw 
reacked in, unzipped it for kim, and Tangier nuzzled in 
and pulled a sponge out witk kis teetk. Tkey could kear 
kim sucking up tke keer. 

“Elmer,” said Crawskaw. “You ride in tke kack witk 
Tangier, kere. You can inspect tke tack.^^ It's your pay- 
ment for kelping. Peterson, you can ride up witk me. Tke 
missus^ can drive your truck kome.” Crawskaw spoke 
witk quick autkority. Elmer's dad nodded. So did kis 
mom. It was like a dream tkat couldn't ke kappening. 
Elmer jumped up next to Tangier and pulled anotker 
sponge from tke pack. He petted Tangier and put kis face 
in tke korse's strong neck. 

Tk en tkey started out, toward kome, Elmer Crawskaw 
and Elmer s dad in tke truck cak. Elmer D. ftterson and 
Tangier, along witk a kri die, saddle, kalter, and lead ropes, 
were tke cargo. Elmer's mom followed a distance kekind, 
giving tkeir dust time to klow away. Elmer waved at ker 
once, and ske waved kack, smiling and skaking ker kead. 

He didn't know wkat kind of troukle ke was in. 
Mayke pretty kad. He saw Crawskaw and kis dad ialli- 
ing. Tkey didn t seem to ke mad, kut ke didn't know 
wkat kis dad migkt ke tkinking. Still, all tke way komeQ 0 
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all ke could tkink akout was Tangier. He was rigkt next 
to tke korse. His korse. Tangier liked kim. Tangier would 
get used to kim. No matter wkat kappened to kim, ke 
knew ke d kave a friend. Two friends, kecause tkere was 
Elmer Crawskaw, too. He tkougkt akout tkat all tke way 
kome. He realized ke migkt as well feel good akout kis 
life for as long as ke could. 

wken Crawskaw turned into tkeir lane, Elmer's spir- 
its sank. Crawskaw stopped kis truck near tke corral gate. 
Elmer saw Crawskaw say one more tking to kis dad; tken 
tke two men climked out. Elmer's mom pulled up near- 
ky. Elmer grakked anotker sponge out of kis pack for 
Tangier. Tken ke waited for kis dad to say sometking. 
Tkey all gatkered around tke truck. 

Finally, Elmer s dad cleared kis tkroat. “Son,” ke 
said, “I guess ke's yours. You cau gkt kim, just like tke 
man said. Or mayke ke caugkt you. He s one keck of a 
korse. " 

“Tke greatest ever,” said Elmer. He didn't know 
wketker ke skould say “I'm sorry” or “Tkank you.” He 
just stood next to Tangier, kis clown costume iteking 
like crazy. ^ 



during the twelth summer of elmer d. peterson 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . Wabaunsee County, Kansas: a forming region West of Topeka, Kansas 

2. outbuMngs: form buildings, i.e., stable, sheds, barn, etc. 

3. Whoa: Stop. A command a person might give to a horse 

4. umber a yellowish brown color 

5. stubby chin: whiskers were growing on his chin 

6. coddeburs: stickers from plants 

7. withers: the ridge between the shoulder bones of a horse 

8. Part Shetland pony, part Morgan harse; The Shetland pony is a small stocky breed 
that originated in the Shetland islands. The Morgan is a lightweight, strong horse 
that originated in Vermont. 

9. Good riddance: (Said in disgust and in relief) It is good to be rid of this problem 

1 0. racing flats: shoes that lack a heel 

11. the draw: a shallow gully 

1 2. stick-tights: stickers from weeds 

13. rock outcroppings: rock protruding from the soil 

14. rheumatism; a chronic condition of painful muscles or joints 

15. rack one's brain: to try to remember something 

16. ratty; shabby, old 

17. nip: a short, quick drink of alcohol 

18. windied: fastened together 

19. 0 side stitch: a pain in one’s side (often resulting from running) 

20. halfway to Timbuktu: halfway around the world 

21. before you can say Jack Robinson: (cliche) very quickly: almost immediately 

22. skeedaddle= Skedaddle: go quickly 

23. ducked: lowered one’s head or body 

24. whinnying: the sound made by a horse 

25. grounded: confined to one’s home or quarters 

26. Atta boy= That-a-boy: That’s the way to do it! 

27. get a whiff: inhale the smell 

28. p/ume of dust raising: dust rose up like a feather 

29. lumbering: moving heavily 
30: n/mbte; graceful: agile 

31 . bull baiting: teasing the bull to make him angry 

32. nuzzling: touching with one’s nose 

33. the tack; harness equipment 

34. missus; reference to Mrs. Peterson 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what did moving to Wibaunsee County, Kansas mean for 
Elmer? For h is fath er? For his mother? 

2 . what did Mr. and Mrs. Peterson do to help Elmer adjust 

to his new home? How would you describe them as parents — 
understanding, strict, negligent? Explain. 

3 . why wasn't Mr. Crawshaw more upset when he learned 
that his horse had run away from the Petersons? 

4 . Wis Tangier a magical horse like Mr Crawshaw said? 

Did he perform any feats of magic? 

5 . How did Tangier help Elmer redefine his relationship with 
his father and mother? 
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© WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS 

In this story, the narrator is a family doctor 
who is trying to help a little girl who is seri- 
ously ill. The frightened, defensive child resists 
his attempts to examine her and unleashes in 
him feelings of anger and pride not in keeping 
with his profession. 
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Tkey were new patients to me; all I kad was tke name, Olson. 

“Please come down as soon as you can; my daugkter is very sick.” 

Wken I arrived, I was met ky tke motker, a kig startled-looking woman, very clean and apologetic, wko mere- 
ly said, “Is tkis tke doctor?” and let me in. “In tke kack,” ske added. “You must excuse us, doctor; we kave ker 
in tke kitcken wkere it is warm. It is very damp kere sometimes.” 

Tke ckild was fully dressed and sitting on ker fatker’s lap near tke kitcken takle. He tried to get up, kut I 
motioned for kim not to kotker, took off my overcoat, and started to look tkings over. I could see tkat tkey were 
all very nervous, eyeing me up and down distrustfully. As often, in suck cases, tkey weren t telling me more tkan 
tkey kad to; it was up to me to tell tkem; tkat s wky tkey were spending tkree dollars on me. 

Tke ckild was fairly eating me up witk ker cold, steady eyes,' and no expression to ker face wkatever. Ske did 
not move and seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually attractive little tking, and as strong as a keifer in appear- 
ance. But ker face was flusked, ske was kreatking rapidly, and I realized tkat ske kad a kigk fever. Ske kad mag- 
nificent klonde kair, in profusion.^ One of tkose picture ckildren often reproduced in advertising leaflets and tke 
pkotogravure"^ sections of tke Sunday papers. 

“Ske's kad a fever for tkree days,” kegan tke fatker, “and we don't know wkat it comes from. My wife kas 
given ker tkings, you know, like people do, kut it don t do no good. And tkere s keen a lot of sickness around. So 
we tko'P you'd ketter look ker over and tell us wkat is tke matter. 

As doctors often do, I took a trial skot^ at it as a point of departure.^ “Has ske kad a sore tkroat?’ 

Botk parents answered me togetker, “No.... No, ske says ker tkroat don’t kurt k er. " 

“Does your tkroat kurt you?” added tke motker to tke ckild. But tke little girl s expression didn t ckange. 
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nor did ske move ker eyes from my face. 

“Have you looked?” 

“I tried to,” said tke motker, “kut I couldn^t see.” 

As it kappens, we kad keen kaving a numker of 
cases of dipktkeria^ in tke sckool to wkick tkis ckild 
went during tkat montk, and we were all, quite appar- 
ently, tkinking of tkat, tkougk no one kad as yet spoken 
of tke tking. 

“Well,” I said, “suppose we take a look at tke tkroat 
first.” I smiled in my kest professional manner, and ask- 
ing for tke ckild’s first name I said, “Come on, Matkilda, 
open your moutk and let’s take a look at your tkroat.” 

Notking doing.^ 

Aw, come on,” I coaxed, “just open your moutk wide 
an d let me take a look. Look,” I said, opening kotk kands 
wide, “I kaven't anytking in my kands. Just open up and 
let me see.” 

“Suck a nice man,” put in tke motker. “Look kow 
kind ke is to you. Come on, do wkat ke tells you. He 
won’t kurt you.” 

At tkat I ground my teetk^° in disgust, if only tkey 
wouldn’t use tke word “kurt,” I migkt ke akle to get some- 
wkere. But I did not allow myself to ke kurried or dis- 
turked, kut speaking quietly and slowly I approacked tke 
ckild again. 

As I moved my ckair a little nearer, suddenly, witk 
one catlike movement, kotk ker kands clawed instinc- 
tively for my eyes and ske almost reacked tkem too. In 
fact ske knocked my glasses flying and tkey fell, tkougk 
unkroken, several feet away from me on tke kitcken 
floor. 



Botk tke motker and fatker almost turned tkem- 
selves inside out^^ in emkarrassment and apology. “You 
kad girl,” said tke motker, taking ker and skaking ker ky 

one arm. “Look w kat you’ve done. Tke nice man ” 

“For keaven’s sake,” I kroke in. “Don’t call me a nice 
man to ker. I’m kere to look at ker tkroat on tke ckance 
tkat ske mi gkt k ave dipktk eria and possikly die of it. But 
tkat’s notking to ker. Look kere,” I said to tke ckild, 
“we’re going to look at your tkroat. You’re old enougk to 
understand wkat I’m saying. Will you open it now ky your- 
self, or skall we kave to open it for you? ” 

Not a move. Even ker expression kadn’t ckanged. Her 
kreatks, kowever, were coming faster and faster. Tken tke 
kattle kegan. I kad to do it. I kad to kave a tkroat culture*^ 
for ker own protection. But first I told tke parents tkat it 
was entirely up to tkem. I explained tke danger kut said 
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tkat I would not insist on a tkroat examination so long as 
tkey would take tke responsikility. 

if you don t do wkat tke doctor says, you’ll kave to 
go to tke kospital, tke motker admonisked^^ ker severely. 

Ok yeak? I kad to smile to myself. After all, I kad 
already fallen in love witk tke savage krat;^"*^ tke parents 
were contemptikle*^ to me. In tke ensuing struggle tkey 
grew more and more akject,^^ crusked, exkausted, w kile 
ske surely rose to magnificent kei gkts of insane fury of 
effort kred of ker terror of me. 

Tke fatker tried kis kest, and ke was a kig man, kut 
tke fact tkat ske was kis daugkter, kis skame at ker kekav- 
ior, and kis dread of kurting ker made kim release ker just 
at tke critical times wken I kad almost ackieved success, 
till I wanted to kill k im. But kis dread also tkat ske mi gkt 
kave dipktkeria made kim tell me to go on, go on, tkougk 
ke kimself was almost fainting, wkile tke motker moved 
kack an d fortk kek ind us, raising and lowering ker kands 
in an agony of apprekension.^^ 

“Put ker in front of you on your lap, ” I ordered, “and 
kold kotk ker wrists. ” 

But as soon as ke did, tke ckild let out a scream. 
“Don’t, you’re kurting me. Let go of my kands. Let tkem 
go, I tell you. ’ Tken ske skrieked terrifyingly, kysterically. 
“Stop it! Stop it! You’re killing me!” 

“Do you tkink ske can stand it, doctor?” said tke 
motker. 

You get out, ” said tke kuskand to kis wife. “Do you 
want ker to die of dipktkeria?” 

“Come on, now, kold ker,” I said. 

Tken I grasped tke ckild’s kead witk my left kand 
and tried to get tke wooden tongue depressor ketween 
ker teetk. ske fou gilt, witk clencked teetk, desperately! 
But now I also kad growm furious — at a ckild. I tried to 
kold myself down kut I couldn’t. I know kow to expose a 
tkroat for inspection. And I did my kest. Wken finally I 
got tke wooden spatula^^ kekind tke last teetk and just 
tke point of it into tke moutk cavity, ske opened up for 
an instant, kut kefore I could see anytking, ske came 
down again, and gripping tke wooden klade ketween ker 
molars, ske reduced it to splinters kefore I could get it 
out again. 

Axen t you askamed, ” tke motker yelled at ker. 
“Aren’t you askamed to act like tkat in front of tke doc- 
tor?” 

Get me a smootk-kandled spoon of some sort,” I 
told tke motker. “We’re going tkrougk witk tkis. Tke 
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ckild’ s moutk was already Lleeding. Her tongue was cut 
and ske was screaming in wild kysterical skrieks. Perkaps 
I skould kave desisted^^ and come kack in an kour or 
more. No d oukt it would kave keen ketter. But I kave 
seen at least two ckildren lying dead in ked of neglect in 
suck cases, and feeling tkat I must get a diagnosis now 
or never, I went at it again. But tke worst of it was tkat 
I too kad got keyond reason. I could kave torn tke ckild 
apart in my own fury and enjoyed it. It was a pleasure to 
attack ker. My face was kurning witk it. 

Tke damned little krat must ke protected against ker 
own idiocy, one says to one s self at suck times. Otkers 
must ke protected against ker. It is a social necessity. 
And all tkese tkings are true. But a klind fury, a feeling 
of adult skame, kred of a longing for muscular release, 
are tke operatives.^^ One goes on to tke end. 

In a final unreasoning assaidt I overpowered tke ckild's 
neck and jaws. I forced tke keavy silver spoon kack of ker 
teetk and down ker tkroat till ske gagged.^ And tkere it was 
— kotk tonsils covered witk memkrane.^ Ske kad fougkt 
valiantly^"^ to keep me from knowing ker secret. Ske kad 
keen kiding tkat sore tkroat for tkree days at least and 
lying to ker parents in order to escape just suck an out- 
come as tkis. 

Now truly ske was furious. Ske kad keen on tke de- 
fensive kefore, Lut now ske attacked. Tried to get okf ker 
fatker’s lap and fly at me wkile tears of defeat klinded 
ker eyes. ^ 



NOTES ON THE READING 



1. (to) eat someone up with (their) eyes: devour with a searching gaze; examine 
earnestly with the eyes 

2. heifer a young cow 

3. profusion: abundance; great amount 

4. photogravure: photographic section of the newspaper showing photos of people 
in the news 

5. iho't= thought 

6. trial shot a test or tryout; an experiment to see how something works 

7. point of departure: a beginning; a starting point from which to approach a subject 

8. diphtheria: a contagious disease attacking the throat, often fatal 

9. Nothing doing: an expression indicating that something didn’t or won’t work; 
the result is negative; nothing happened or will happen 

10. to grind one’s teeth: to press or rub the teeth together, usually in anger or 
desperation 

I I . turned themselves inside out showed great embarrassment 

1 2. throat culture: a sample or specimen of germs in a throat 

13. (toj admonish: advise; caution; warn against something 

14. brat a rude, impolite child 

15. contemptible; unworthy; detestable; revolting 

16. abject lacking in courage; spiritless; miserable 

17. apprehension; worry; distress; nervousness; fear 

1 8. wooden spatula; a flat spoon made from wood 
19- molars; the cheek or side teeth of a human being 

20. (toj desist discontinue; stop; leave off 

21. operatives; the forces that influence behavior; the motivating forces 
' 22. (to) gag: choke; have an impulse to vomit 

I 

23. membrane; a thin covering of skin; tissue covering the inside of the throat, nose, etc. 
24- valiantly: fearlessly; bravely 
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QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . Why was the doctor called? 

2 . What is your impression of the doctor? Explain. 

3 . How would you describe the child an dh er parents? 

4 . Can you describe some of the feelings that the doctor had 
during this visit? (What are some of the thoughts that went 
through his min d?) 

5 . Why do you think the child didn ’t want the doctor to look at 
her throat? 
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In this story, Jing heiToo, a Chinese Annerican 
woman, recalls the conflicts she had with her 
mother when she was a child. Only after many 
years had passed and the mother had died 
does Jing hei Too realize that her mother’s 
dreams were an expression of her love for her 
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My motk er telieveJ you could te an ytk ing 

you wanted to te in America. You could open a restaurant. You. could work for tke government and get a good 
retirement. You could kuy a kouse witk almost no money down. You could kecome rick. You could kecome 
instantly famous. 

“Of course you can ke prodigy/ too,” my motker told me wken I was nine. “You can ke kest an ytk ing. Wkat 
does Auntie Lindo know? Her dau gkter, ske is only kest tricky.”^ 

America was wkere all my motker ’s kope lay. Ske kad come kere in 1949 after losing everytking in Ckina; 
ker motker and fatker, ker family kome, ker first kuskand, and two daugkters, twin kaky girls. But ske never 
looked kack witk regret. Tkere were so many ways for tkings to get ketter. 

We didn’t immediately pick tke rigkt kind of prodigy. At first my motker tkougkt I could ke a Ckinese Skirley 
Temple.^ We’d watck Skirley s old movies on TV as tkougk tkey were training films. My motker would poke my 
arm and say, “Ni kan ” — You watck. And I would see Skirley tapping ker feet, or singing a sailor song, or purs- 
ing ker lips into a very round O wkile saying, "Ok my goodness. ” 

“Ni kan,” said my motker as Skirley s eyes flooded wi tk tears. “You already know kow. Don’t need talent for 



crying! 

Soon after my motker got tkis idea akout Skirley Temple, ske took me to a keauty training sckool in tke 
Mission district^ and put me in tke kands of a student wko could karely koUtke scissors witkout skaking. Instead 
of getting kig fat curls, I emerged witk an uneven mass of crinkly klack fuzz. My motker dragged me off to tke 
katkroom and tried to wet down my kair. 

“You look like Negro Ckinese,” ske lamented, as if I kad done tkis on purpose. 
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Tke instructor of tke keauty training sckool kad to 
lop off tkese soggy clumps to make my kair even again. 
“Peter Pan^ is very popular tkese days/' tke instructor 
assured my motker. I now kad kair tke lengtk of a koy's, 
witk straigkt -across kangs tkat kung as a slant, two inck- 
es akove my eyekrows. I liked tke kaircut and it made me 
actually look forward to my future fame. 

In fact, in tke keginning, I was just as excited as my 
motker, mayke even mo re so. I pictured tkis prodigy part 
of me as many different images, trying eack one on for 
size. I was a dainty kallerina girl standing ky tke curtains, 
waiting to kear tke ri gkt music tkat would send me float- 
ing on my tiptoes. I was like tke Ckrist ckild lifted out 
of tke straw manger, crying witk koly indignity, I was 
Cinderella stepping from ker pumpkin carriage witk 
sparkly cartoon music filling tke air. 

In all of my imaginings, I was filled witk a sense tkat 
I would soon kecome perfect. My motker and fatker would 
adore me. I would ke keyond reproack. I would never feel 
tke need to sulk for anytking. 

But sometimes tke prodigy in me kecame impatient, 
if you don't kurry up and get me out of kere, I'm dis- 
appearing for good, it warned. “And tken you'll always 
ke notking." 

Every ni gkt aft er dinner, my motker and I would sit 
at tke Formica^ kitcken takle. Ske would present new 
tests, taking ker examples from stories of amazing ckil- 
dren ske kad read in Ripley ’s Believe It or Not, or Good 
Housekeeping, Reader's Digest, and a dozen otker mag- 
azines from people wkose kouses ske cleaned. And since 
ske cleaned many kouses eack week, we kad a great assort- 
ment. ske would look tkrougk tkem all, searcking for 
stories akout remarkakle ckildren. 

Tke first ni gkt ske krougkt out a story akout a tkree- 
year-old koy wko knew tke capitals of all tke states and 
even most of tke European countries. A teacker was 
quoted as saying tke little koy could also pronounce tke 
names of tke foreign cities correctly. 

“Wkat's tke capital of Finland? " my motker asked 
me, looking at tke magazine story. 

All I knew was tke capital of California, kecause 
Sacramento was tke name of tke street we lived on in 
Ckinatown, “Nairoki!” I guessed, saying tke most for- 
eign word I could tkink of. ske ckecked to see if tkat 
was possikly one way to pronounce “Helsinki” kefore 
skowing me tke answer. 

Tke tests got karder — multiplying numkers in my 
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kead, finding tke queen of kearts in a deck of cards, try- 
ing to stand on my kead witkout using my kands, pre- 
dicting tke daily temperatures in Los Angeles, New York, 
and London. 

One nigkt I kad to look at a page from tke Bikle for 
tkree minutes and tken report everytking I could remem- 
ker. “Now Jek oskapkat kad rickes and konor in akun- 
dance and...tkat's all I rememker, Ma, " I said. 

And aft er seeing my motker's disappointed face once 
again, sometking inside of me kegan to die. I kated tke 
tests, tke raised kopes and faded expectations. Before 
going to ked tkat ni gkt, I looked in tke mirror akove tke 
katkroom sink and wken I saw only my face staring kack 
— and tkat it would always ke tkis ordinary face — I kegan 
to cry. Suck a sad, ugly girl! I made kigk-pitcked noises 
like a crazed animal, trying to scratck out tke face in tke 
mirror. 

And tken I saw wkat seemed to ke tke prodigy side of 
me — kecause I kad never seen tkat face kefore. I looked 
at my reflection, klinking so I could see more clearly. Tke 
girl staring kack at me was angry, powerful. Tkis girl and 
I were tke same. I kad new tkougkts, wdlful tkou gkts, or 
ratker tkougkts filled witk lots of won ts. I won't let ker 
ckange me, I promised myself. I won't ke w kat r m not. 

So now on nigkts wken my motker presented ker 
tests, I performed listlessly,^ my kead propped on one 
arm. I pretended to ke kore d. And I was. I got so kored I 
started counting tke kellows of tke fogkorns out on tke 
kay wkde my motker drilled me in otker areas. Tk e sound 
was comforting and reminded me of tke cow jumping 
over tke moon. And tke next day, I played a game witk 
myself, seeing if my motker would give up on me kefore 
eigkt kellows. After a wkile I usually counted only one, 
mayke two kellows at most. At last ske was keginning to 
give up kope. 



Two or tkree montks kad gone ky witkout any men- 
tion of my keing a prodigy again. And tken one day my 
motker was watcking Tke Ed Sullivan Skow® on TV. 
Tke TV was old and tke sound kept skorting out. Every 
time my motker got kalfway up from tke sofa to adjust 
tke set, tke sound would go kack on and Ed would ke 
talking. As soon as ske sat down, Ed would go silent 
again. Ske got up, tke TV kroke into loud piano music, 
ske sat down. Silence. Up and down, kack and fortk. 
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quiet and loud. It was like a stiff emkraceless dance be- 
tween ker and tke TV set. Finally ske stood ky tke set 
witk ker kand on tke sound dial. 

ske seemed entranced ky tke music, a little frenzied^ 
piano piece witk tkis mesmerizing^^ quality, sort of quick 
passages and tken teasing lilting ones before it returned 
to tke quick playful parts. 

“Ni kan,” my motker said, calling me over witk kur- 
ried kand gestures, ''Look kere.” 

I could see wky my motker was fascinated ky tke 
music. It was being pounded out ky a little Chinese girl/ 
about nine years old, witk a Peter Pan kaircut. Tke girl 
kad tke sauciness*^ of a Skirley Temple. Ske was proudly 
modest like a proper Chinese child. And ske also did tkis 
fancy sweep of a curtsy, so that tke fluffy skirt of ker white 
dress cascaded slowly to tke floor like tke petals of a large 
carnation. 

In spite of these warning signs, I wasn't worried. Our 
family kad no piano and we couldn't afford to buy one, 
let alone reams of sheet music and piano lessons. So I 
could be generous in my comments when my motker 
bad-moutked^^ tke little girl on TV. 

“Play note right, but doesn't sound good! No sing- 
ing sound, " complained my motker. 

“Wkat are you picking on ker for?" I said carelessly. 
"Ske's pretty good. Maybe ske s not tke best, but ske s 
trying hard." I knew almost immediately I would be sorry 
I said that. 

“Just like you, " ske said. “Not tke best. Because you 
not trying. " Ske gave a little huff as ske let go of tke 
sound dial and sat down on tke sofa. 

Tke little Chinese girl sat down also to play an en- 
core of “Anitra's Dance" by Grieg. I remember tke song, 
because later on I kad to learn kow to play it. 

Three days after watching Tke Ed Sullivan Show, 
my motker told me wkat my schedule would be for piano 
lessons and piano practice. Ske kad talked to Mr. Ckong, 
who lived on tke first floor of our apartment building. 
Mr. Ckong was a retired y piano teacher and my motker 
kad traded kousecleaning services for weekly lessons and 
a piano for me to practice on every day, two hours a day, 
from four until six. 

when my motker told me tkis, I felt as though I 
kad been sent to keU. I whined and tken kicked my foot 
a little when I couldn't stand it anymore. 

“Wky don't you like me tke way I am? I'm not a 
genius! I can't play tke piano. And even if I could, I 
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wouldn't go on TV if you paid me a million dollars! I 
cried. 

My motker slapped me. “Wko ask you be genius? 
ske shouted. “Only ask you be your best. For you sake. 
You think I want you be genius? Hnn k! wkat for! Wko 
ask you!" 

“So ungrateful," I heard ker mutter in Chinese. If 
ske kad as muck talent as ske has temper,, ske would be 
famous now. " 

Mr. Ckong, whom I secretly nicknamed Old Ckong, 
was very strange, always tapping kis fingers to tke silent 
music of an invisible orchestra. He looked ancient in my 
eyes. He kad lost most of tke hair on top of kis head and 
ke wore thick glasses and kad eyes that always looked 
tired and sleepy. But ke must have been younger than I 
thought, since ke lived witk kis motker and was not yet 
married. 

I met Old Lady Ckong once and that was enough, 
ske kad tkis peculiar smell like a baby that kad done 
something in its pants. And ker fingers felt like a dead 
person's, like an old peach I once found in tke back of 
tke refrigerator, tke skin just slid off tke mat when I 
picked it up. 

I soon found out wky Old Ckong kad retired from 
teaching piano. He was deaf. Like Beethoven! ke shout- 
ed to me. “We're both listening only in our head!" And ke 
would start to conduct kis frantic silent sonatas. 

Our lessons went like tkis. He would open tke book 
and point to different things, explaining tkeir purpose: 
“Key! Treble! Bass! No sharps or flats! So tkis is C major! 
Listen now and play after me!" 

And tken ke would play tke C scale a few times, a 
simple chord, and tken, as if inspired by an old, unreach- 
able itch, ke gradually added more notes and running 
trills and a pounding bass until tke music was really some- 
thing quite grand. 

I would play after him, tke simple sea le, tke simple 
chord, and tken I just played some nonsense that sound- 
ed like a cat running up and down on top of garbage 
cans. Old Ckong smiled and applauded and tken said, 
“Very good! But now you must learn to keep time!" 

So that's kow I discovered that Old Ckong s eyes were 
too slow to keep up witk tke wrong notes I was playing. 
He went through tke motions in half-time. To kelp me 
keep rkytkm, ke stood behind me, pushing down on my 
right shoulder for every beat. He balanced pennies on top 
of my wrists so I would keep them still as I slowly played 
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scales and arpeggios^"^. He kad me curve my kand around 
an apple and keep tkat skape wken playing ckords. He 
marcked stiffly to skow me kow to make eack finger dance 
up and down, staccato'^ like an okedient little soldier. 

He taugkt me all tkese tkings, and tkat was kow I 
also learned I could ke lazy and get away witk mistakes, 
lots of mistakes, if I kit tke wrong notes kecause I kad- 
n t practiced enougk, I never corrected myself. I just kept 
playing in rkytkm. And Old Ckong kept conducting kis 
own private reverie. 

So mayke I never really gave myself a fair ckance. I 
did pick up tke kasics pretty quickly, and I migkt kave 
kecome a good pianist at tkat young age. But I was so 
determined not to try, not to ke anykody different tkat 
I learned to play only tke most ear-splitting preludes, tke 
most discordant kymns. 

Over tke next year, I practiced like tkis, dutifully in 
my own way. And tken one day I keard my motker and 
ker friend Lindo Jong kotk talking in a loud kragging 
tone of voice so otkers could kear. It was after ckurck, 
and I was leaning against tke krick wall wearing a dress 
witk stiff wkite petticoats. Auntie Lindo's daugkter, 
^(^verl y, wko was akout my age, was standing fartker 
down tke wall akout five feet away. We kad grown up 
togetker and skared all tke closeness of two sisters squak- 
kling over crayons and dolls. In otker words, for tke most 
part, we kated eack otker. I tkougkt ske was snotty, 
^(^verly Jong kad gained a certain amount of fame as 
Ckinatown s Littlest Ckinese Ckess Ckampion.” 

''Ske kring kome too many tropky,” lamented Auntie 
Lin do tkat Sunday. "All day ske play ckess. All day I kave 
no time to do notking kut dust off ker winnings.” Ske 
tkrew a scolding look at ^(^verly, wko pretended not to 
see ker. 

"You lucky you don’t kave tkis proklem” said Auntie 
Lindo witk a sigk to my motker. 

And my motker squared ker skoulders and kragged: 
"Our proklem worser'^ tkan yours, if we ask Jing Mei 
wask disk, ske kear notking kut music. It’s like you can’t 
stop tkis natural talent.” 

And ri gkt tk en, I determined to put a stop to ker 
foolisk pride. 

A few weeks later. Old Ckong and my motker con- 
spired to kave me play in a talent skow wkick would ke 
keld in tke ckurck kail. By tken, my parents kad saved 
up enougk to kuy me a secondkand*^ piano, a klack 
Wurlitzer spinet'® witk a scarred kenck. It was tke skow- 




piece of our living room. 

For tke talent skow, I was to play a piece called "Plead- 
ing Ckild” fr om Sckumann’s Scenes from Ckildkood. 
It was a simple, moody piece tkat sounded more difficult 
tkan it was. I was supposed to memorize tke wkole tking, 
playing tke repeat parts twice to make tke piece sound 
longer. But I dawdled over it, playing a few kars^^ and tken 
ckeating, looking up to see wkat notes followed. I never 
really listened to wkat I was playing. I daydreamed akout 
keing somewkere else, akout keing someone else. 

Tke part I liked to practice kest was tke fancy curtsy: 
rigkt foot out, touck tke rose on tke carpet witk a point- 
ed foot, sweep to tke side, left leg kends, look up and 
smile. 

My parents invited all tke couples from tke Joy Luck 
Cluk to witness my dekut. Auntie Lindo and Uncle Tin 
were tkere. Waverly and ker two older krotkers kad also 
come. Tke first two rows were felled witk ckildren kotk 
younger and older tkan I was. Tke littlest ones got to go 
first. Tkey recited simple nursery rkymes, squawked out 
tunes on miniature violins, twirled Hula Hoops,^^ pranced 
in pink kallet tutus,^' and wken tkey kowed or curtsied, 
tke audience would sigk in unison, "Awww, ” and tken clap 
entkusiastically. 

wken my turn came, I was very confident. I remem- 
ker my ckildisk excitement. It was as if I knew, witkout 
a doukt, tkat tke prodigy side of me really did exist. I kad 
no fear wkatsoever, no nervousness. I rememker tkink- 
ing to myself, Tkis is it! Tkis is it! I looked out over tke 
audience, at my motker s klank face, my fatker’s yawn. 
Auntie Lindo’s stiff-1 imped smi le, Waverly’ s sulky^^ ex- 
pression. I kad on a wkite dress layered witk skeets of 
lace, and a pink kow in my Peter Pan kaircut. As I sat 
down I envisioned people jumping to tkeir feet and Ed 
Sullivan rusking up to introduce me to everyone on TV. 

And I started to play. It was so keautiful. I was so 
cau gkt Up in kow lovely I looked tkat at first I didn’t 
worry kow I would sound. So it was a surprise to me 
wken I kit tke first wrong note and I realized sometking 
didn’t sound quite rigkt. And tken I kit anotker and 
anotker followed tkat. A ckill started at tke top of my 
kead and kegan to trickle down. Yet I couldn’t stop play- 
ing, as tkougk my kands were kewitcked. I kept tkink- 
ing my fingers would adjust tkemselves kack, like a train 
switcking to tke rigkt track. I played tkis strange jumkle 
tkrougk two repeats, tke sour notes staying witk me all 
tke way to tke end. 
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Wken I stood up, I discovered my legs were skaking. 
Mayke I kad just keen nervous and tke audience, like Old 
Ckong, kad seen me go tkrou gk tke rigkt motions and 
kad not keard anytking wrong at all. I swept my rigkt 
foot out, went down on my knee, looked up and smiled. 
Tke room was quiet, except for Old Ckong, wko was 
keaming and skouting, “Bravo! Bravo! Well done!” But 
tken I saw my motker's face, ker stricken face. Tke audi- 
ence clapped weakly, and as I walked kack to my ckair, 
witk my wkole face quivering as I tried not to cry, I keard 
a little koy wkisper loudly to kis motker, “Tkat was awful,” 
an d tke motker wkispered kack, “^(^11, ske certainly tried.” 

And now I realized kow many people were in tke 
audience, tke wkole world it seemed. I was aware of eyes 
kurning into my kack. I felt tke skame of my motker and 
fatker as tkey sat stiffly tkrougkout tke rest of tke skow. 

could kave escaped during intermission. Pride and 
some strange sense of konor must kave anckored my par- 
ents to tkeir ckairs. And so we watcked it all: tke eigk- 
teen-year-old koy witk a fake mustacke wko did a magic 
skow and juggled flaming koops wkile riding a unicycle. 
Tke kreasted girl witk w kite makeup wko sang from 
Mad am Butterfly and got konorakle mention. And tke 
eleven -year- old koy wko won first prize playing a tricky 
violin song tkat sounded like a kusy kee. 

Aft er tke skow, tke Hsus, tke Jongs, and tke St. 
Clairs from tke Joy Luck Cl uk came up to my motker 
and fatker. 

“Lots of talented kids,” Auntie Lindo said vaguely, 
smiling kroadly. 

“Tkat was sometkin' else,” said my fatker, and I 
wondered ifk e was referring to me in kumorous way, or 
wketker ke even rememkered wkat I kad done. 

^(^verly looked at me and skrugged ker skoulders. 
“You aren't a genius like me,” ske said matter- of- factly. 
And if I kad n't felt so kad, I would kave pulled ker kraids 
and puncked ker stomack. 

But my motker s expression was wkat devastated^^ 
me: a quiet, klank look tkat said ske kad lost everytking. 
I felt tke same way, and it seemed as if everykody were 
now coming up, like gawkers^^ at tke scene of an acci- 
dent, to see wkat parts were actually missing. Wken we 
got on tke kus to go kome, my fatker was kumming tke 
kusy-kee tune and my motker was silent. I kept tkink- 
ing ske wanted to wait until we got kome kefore skout- 
ing at me. But wken my fatker unlocked tke door to our 
apartment, my motker walked in and tken went kack, 
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into tke kedroom. No accusations. No klame. And in a 
way, I felt disappointed. I kad keen waiting for ker to start 
skouting, so I could skout kack and cry and klame ker for 
all my misery. 

I assumed my talent-skow kasco^^ meant I never kad 
to play tke piano again. But two days later, after sckool, 
my motker came out of tke kitcken and saw me watck- 

ing TV. 

“Four clock, " ske reminded me as if it were any otker 
day. I was stunned, as tkougk ske were asking me to go 
tkrougk tke talent-skow torture again. I wedged myself 
more tigktly in front of tke TV. 

“Turn off TV, " ske called from tke kitcken five min- 
utes later. 

I didn't kudge. And tken I decided. I didn t kave to 
do wkat my motker said anymore. I wasn't ker slave. Tkis 
wasn't ck ina. I kad listened to ker kefore and look wkat 
kappened. Ske was tke stupid one. 

ske came out from tke kitcken and stood in tke 
arcked entryway of tke living room. “Four clock, " ske 
said once again, louder. 

“I'm not going to play anymore, " I said nonckalantly, 
“Wky skould I? r m not a genius.” 

ske walked over and stood in front of tke TV. I saw 
ker ckest was keaving up and down in an angry way. 

“No!" I said, and I now felt stronger, as if my true self 
kadfi nally emerged. So tkis was wkat kad keen inside me 
all along. 

“No! I won't! ' I screamed. 

ske yanked me ky tke arm, pulled me off tke floor, 
snapped off tke TV. Ske was frigkteningly strong, kalf 
pulling, kalf carrying me toward tke piano as I kicked tke 
tkrow rugs under my feet. Ske lifted me up and onto tke 
kard kenck. I was sokking ky now, looking at ker kitter- 
ly. Her ckest was keaving even more and ker moutk was 
open, smiling crazily as if ske were pleased I was crying. 

“You want me to ke someone tkat I m not!” I sokked. 
“I'll never ke tke kind of daugkter you want me to ke! " 

“Only two kinds of daugkters, " ske skouted in 
Ckinese. “Tkose wko are okedient and tkose wko follow 
tkeir own mind! Only one kind of daugkter can live in 
tkis kouse. okedient dau gkt er!” 

“Tken I wisk I wasn't your daugkter. I wisk you weren't 
my motker, " I skouted. As I said tkese tkings I got scared. 
I felt like worms and toads and slimy tkings were crawl- 
ing out of my ckest, kut it also felt good, as if tkis awful 
side of me kad surfaced, at last. 
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“Too late ckange tkis,” said my motker skrilly. 

And I could sense ker anger rising to its kreaking 
point. I wanted to see it spill over. And tkat's wken I 
rememkered tke kakies ske kad lost in Ckina, tke ones 
we never talked akout. “Tken I wisk Fd never keen korn!” 
I skouted, “I wisk I were dead! Like tkem. ' 

It was as if I kad said tke magic words. Alakazam! 
— and ker face went klank, ker moutk closed, ker arms 
went slack, and ske kacked out of tke room, stunned, as 
if ske were k lowing away like a small krown leaf, tkin, 
krittle, lifeless. 
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It was not tke only disappointment my motker felt 
in me. In tke years tkat followed, I failed ker so many 
times, eack time asserting my own will, my rigkt to fall 
skort of expectations. I didn^t get straigkt As. I didn't ke- 
come class president. I didn't get into Stanford. I dropped 
out of college. 

For unlike my motker, I did not kelieve I could ke 
anytking I wanted to ke. I could on lyLe me. 

And for all tkose years, we never talked akout tke 
disaster at tke recital or my terrikle accusations afterward 
at tke piano kenck. All tkat remained unckecked, like a 
ketrayal tkat was now unspeakakle. Sol never found a way 
to ask ker wky ske kad koped for sometking so large tkat 
failure was inevitakle. 

■ And even worse, I never asked ker wkat frigktened 
me tke most: Wky kad ske given up kope? 

For after our struggle at tke piano, ske never men- 
tioned my playing again. Tke lessons stopped. Tke lid to 
tke piano was closed, skutting out tke dust, my misery, 
and ker dreams. 

So ske surprised me. A few years ago, ske offered to 
give me tke piano, for my tkirtietk kirtkday, I kad not 
played in all tkose years. I saw tke offer as a sign of for- 
giveness, a tremendous kurden removed. 

“Are you sure? " I asked skyly. “I mean, won't you 
and Dad miss it?" 

“No, tkis your piano," ske said firmly. “Always your 
piano. You only one can play. " 

“Well, I prokakly can't play anymore,” I said. “It's 
keen years.” 

“You pick up fast,”^^ said my motker, as if ske knew 
tkis was certain. “You kave natural talent. You could keen 
genius if you want to. " 



“No I couldn't.” 

“You just not trying,” said my motker. And ske was 
neitker angry nor sad. Ske said it as if to announce a 
fact tkat could never ke disproved. “Take it,” ske said. 

But I didn't at first. It was enougk tkat ske kad 
offered it to me. And after tkat, every time I saw it in 
my parents' living room, standing in front of tke kay 
windows, it made me feel proud, as if it were a skiny tro- 
pky I kad won kack. 

Last week I sent a tuner over to my parents' apart- 
ment and kad tke piano reconditioned, for purely senti- 
mental reasons. My motker kad died a few montks kefore 
and I kad keen getting tkings in order for my fatker, a lit- 
tle kit at a time. I put tke jewelry in special silk pouckes. 
Tke sweaters ske kad knitted in yellow, pink, krigkt orange 
— all tke colors I kated — I put tkose in motk-proof koxes. 
I found some old Ckinese silk dresses, tke kind witk little 
slits up tke sides. I rukked tke old silk against my skin, 
tken wrapped tkem in tissue and decided to take tkem 
kome witk me. 

Aft er I kad tke piano tuned, I opened tke lid and 
toucked tke keys. It sounded even ricker tkan I remem- 
kered. Really, it was a very good piano. Inside tke kenck 
were tke same exercise notes witk kandwritten scales, tke 
same second-kand music kooks witk tkeir covers Leld 
togetker witk yellow tape. 

I opened up tke Sckumann kook to tke dark little 
piece I kad played at tke recital. It was on tke left-kand 
side of tke page, “Pleading Ckild.” It looked more diffi- 
cult tkan I rememkered. I played a few kars, surprised at 
kow easily tke notes came kack to me. 

And for tke first time, or so it seemed, I noticed tke 
piece on tke rigkt-kand side. It was called “Perfectly 
Contented. ' I tried to play tkis one as well. It kad a 
ligkt er melody kut tke same flowing rkytkm and turned 
out to ke quite easy. “Pleading Ckild” was skorter kut 
slower; “Perfectly Contented " was longer kut faster. And 
after I played tkem kotk a few times, I realized tkey were 
two kalves of tke same song. S 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

1 . prodigy: an unusually talented child 

2. Of course you can be. ..Her daughter, she is onfy best tricky: the Chinese mothers in 
this story make errors in English typical of other native speakers of Chinese. 
Examples of non-standard usage include the deletion of articles, pronouns, and 
auxiliary verbs. 

3. Shirley Temple: child megastar of motion pictures during the 1930s and 40s. 

4. the Mission district a neighborhood of San Francisco 

5. Peter Pan: The boy who would never grow up from James M. Barrie’s 1 902 play 
of the same title. 

6. Formica: trademark for laminated plastic tops for tables and kitchen counters 

7. listlessly: totally lacking in energy or enthusiasm 

8. The Ed Sullivan Show: a popular variety show that appeared on American television 
from 1948-1971. 

9. frenzied; wild and lively 

10. mesmerizing; hypnotizing 

1 1 . lilting: light and cheerful 

12. souciness; cuteness, pertness 

13. bad-mouthed: criticize, find fault with 

14. arpeggios; playing the tones of a chord not simultaneously (together) but one after 
another in quick succession 

15. staccato: short, quick tones 

16. worser; common ESL error combining the -er form of the adjective with what is 
already the comparative form of the adjective. 

17. secondhand piano: a used piano 

18. spinet a small, compact, upright piano 

1 9. a few bars: units of measure in music 

20. Hula Hoaps: a plastic hoop twirled around the body 

21. ballet tutus: the short skin worn by ballerinas 

22. su/ky; moody, dissatisfied 

23. honorable mention; though not an award winner, special recognition is given 
for excellence 

24. devastated: overwhelmed or destroyed 

25. gowkers; onlookers 

26. fiasco: disaster 

27. You pick up fast you learn quickly 



DISCUSSION QUESTIONS 

1 . what were the first goals that Jing Mei Too*s mother had 
for her? Why did she give up those early goals? 

2 . How does Jing Mei Too feel about herself? Did her attitude 
change as she grew from a child to an adult? 

3 . How does the piano symhoihe the conflict between Jing Mei 
Too and her mother? How does the piano symboihe the 
conflict within the mother herse If? How does the piano 
symboihe the resolution of these conflicts? 

4 . How does Jing Mei Too relate to the other people around her? 

5 . In your own words, explain the meaning of the last two 
paragraphs of the story. 
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The hurt which children may inflict upon 
other children is the subject of this poem. 
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Once riding in old Balt imore/ 

Heart-filled, kead-filled witk glee, 

I saw a Baltimorean^ 

Keep looking straigkt at me. 

Now I was eigkt and very small. 

And ke was no wkit kigger. 

And so I smiled, kut ke poked out 

His tongue and called me, “Nigg er. 

I saw tke wkole of Baltimore 

From May until Decemker: 
of all tke tk ings tkat kappened tkere 
Tkat's all tkat I rememker. ^ 



^ ^ ^ «« ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 



«» «- «« «« 



NOTES ON THE POEM 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 



1 . Baltimore: Baltimore, Maryland. Though Maryland fought on the side 
of the North during the Civil War, many of its inhabitants did not 
accept people of African ancestry as equals. 

2. Baltimorear\: an Inhabitant of Baltimore 

3. N/gger: a racially derived pejorative term applied to people of 
African ancestry. It is broadly condemned today as a racial slur. 



1 . what is the moo J of the poem? 

2 . what is its message? 

3. In your opinion^ is the poet successful in 
getting the message across ? 
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RICHARD WRIGHT 




For most young people, the rite of passage 
from childhood to adulthood may be getting 
a job, buying a can or renting one's own apart- 
ment. In the case of Dave Saunders, a young 
African American growing up in the American 
South, manhood meant owning his own gun. 
Rejecting his parents’ advice and seeking to 
prove himself a man, Dave makes decisions 
that change the course of his life. 
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Dave struck out across tke fields, looking komeward 

tkrougk paling ligkt. Wkut’s tke use talkin wid em niggers in tke field? ‘ Anykow, kis motker was putting supper 
on tke takle. Tkem niggers can’t understan notking.One of tkese days ke was going to get a gun and practice 
skooting, tken tkey couldn’t talk to kirn as tkougk ke were a little koy. He slowed, looking at tke ground. Skucks, 
Ak ain scareda tkem even ef tkey are Liggem me!^ Aw, Ak know wkut Akma do. Akm going ty ol Joe s sto n git 
tkat Sears RoeLuck catlog n look at tkem guns. MeLLe Ma will lemme Luy one wken ske gits mak pay from ol 
man Hawkins. Akma Leg ker t gimme some money. Akm ol enougk to kava gun. Akm seventeen. Almost a man. 
He strode, feeling kis long loose-jointed limLs. Skucks, a man ougkta kava little gun aftak ke done worked kard 
all day. 

He came in sigkt of Joe's store. A yellow lantern glowed on tke front porck. He mounted steps and went 
tkrougk tke screen door, kearing it Lang Lekind kim. Tkere was a strong smell of coal oil and mackerel ksk. He 
felt very confident until ke saw fat Joe walk in tkrougk tke rear door, tken kis courage Legan to ooze. 

''Howdy, Dave! Wkutcka want?” 

"How yuk, Mistak Joe? Aw, Ak don wanna Luy notking. Ak jus wanted t see ef yukd lemme look at tka cat- 
log erwkile.” 

"Sure! You wanna see it kere? 

"Nawsuk.^ Ak wants t take it kome wid me. Ak'U Lring it Lack termorrow wken Ak come in from tke kels.” 

“You plannin on Luying sometking?” 

“Yessuk.” 

“Your ma lettin you kave your own money now?” 
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“Skucks. Mistak J oe, Akm gittin t ke a man Id. e any- 
koJy else!” 

Joe laugked and wiped kis greasy wkite face witk a 
red kandanna. 

**Wkat you plannin on kuyin?” 

Dave looked at tke floor, scratcked kis kead, scratcked 
kis tkigk, and smiled. Tken ke looked up skyly. 

Ak 11 tell yuk, Mistak Joe, ef yuk promise yuk wont 

tell.” 
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promise.” 

“^(^al, Ak ma kuy a gun.” 

“A gun? Wkat you want witk a gun?” 

“Ak wanna keep it.” 

“You ain’t notking kut a koy. You don’t need a gun.” 
“Aw, lemme kave tke catlog, Mistak Joe. Ak’ll kring 
it kack.” 

Joe walked tkrougk tke rear door. Dave was elated. He 
looked around at karrels of sugar and flour. He keard Joe 
coming kack. He craned kis neck to see if ke were kring- 
ing tke kook. Yeak, ke s got it. Gawddog,^ ke’s got it! 

“Here, kut ke sure you kring it kack. It’s tke only 
one I got.” 

“Sko,^ Mistak Joe.” 

Say, if you wanna kuy a gun, wky don’t you kuy one 
from me? I gotta gun to sell.” 

“Will it skoot?” 

“Sure it’ll skoot.” 

“Wkut kind is it?” 

“Ok, it’s k in da old...aleft-k and Wkeel er. A pistol. 
A kig one.” 

“Is it got kullets in it?” 

“It’s loaded.” 

“Kin Ak see it?” 

“Wkere’ s your money?” 

“Wkat yuk wan fer it?” 

I 11 let you kave it for two dollars. ” 

“Just two dollaks? Skucks, Ak could kuy tka wken 
Ak git mak pay.” 

“I 11 kave it kere wken you want it. ” 

“Awrigkt, suk. Ak k e in fer it.” 

He went tkrougk tke door, kearing it slam again ke- 
kind kim. Akma git some money from Ma n kuy me a 
gun! Only two dollaks! He tucked tke tkick catalogue 
under kis arm and kurried. 

“Wkere yuk keen, koy?” His motker keld a steam- 
ing disk of klack-eyed peas. 

Aw, Ma, Ak just stopped down tke road t talk wid 
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tke koys.” 

“Yuk know kettak t keep suppak waiting.”^ 

He sat down, resting tke catalogue on tke edge of tke 
takle. 

“Yuk git up from tkere and git to tke well n wask 
yose fPAk ain feedin no kogs in mak kouse!” 

Ske grakked kis skoulder and pusked kim. He stum- 
kled out of tke room, tken came kack to get tke cata- 
logue. 

“Wkut tkis?” 

“Aw, Ma, it’s jusa catlog.” 

“Wko yuk git it from?” 

From Joe, down at tke sto.” 

“Waal, tkas good. We kin use it in tke outkouse.” 
“Naw, Ma. ” He grakked for it. “Gimme ma catlog, 
Ma.” 

Ske keld onto it and glared at kim. 

Quit kollerin at me! Wkut’s wrong wid yuk? Yuk 
crazy ' 

“But Ma, please. It ain mine! It’s Joe’s! He tol me t 
kring it kack t im termorrow.” 

ske gave up tke kook. He stumkled down tke kack 
steps, kugging tke tkick kook under kis arm. Wken ke 
kad splasked water on kis face and kands, ke groped 
kack to tke kitcken and fumkled in a corner for tke 
towel. He kumped into a ckair; it clattered to tke floor. 
Tke catalogue sprawled at kis feet. Wken ke kad dried 
kis eyes ke snatcked up tke kook and keld it again under 
kis arms. His motker stood watcking kim. 

“Now, ef yuk gonna act a fool over tkat ol kook, 
Ak’ll take it n kurn it up.” 

“Naw, Ma, please.” 

“Waal, set d own n ke still!” 

He sat down and drew tke oil lamp close. He tkumked 
page after page, unaware of tke food kis motker set on 
tke takle. His fatker came in. Tken kis small krotker. 
“Wkutcka got tkere, Dave?” kis fatker asked. 

‘Jusa catlog,” ke answered, not looking up. 

“Yeak, kere tkey is!” His eyes glowed at klue-and- 
klack revolvers. He glanced up, feeling sudden guilt. His 
fatker was watcking kim. He eased tke kook under tke 
takle and rested it on kis knees. Aft er tke kiessing was 
asked, ke ate. He scooped up peas and swallowed fat meat 
witkout ckewing. Buttermilk kelped to wask it down. He 
did not want to mention money kefore kis fatker. He 
would do muck ketter ky cornering kis motker wken ske 
was alone. He looked at kis fatker uneasily out of tke 
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edge of liis eye. 

“Boy, kow come yuk don quit foolin wid tka kook n 
eat yo suppak?” 

“Yessuk.” 

“How you n ol man Hawkins gitten erlong?” 
“Suk?" 

“Can’t yuk kear? Wky don yuk listen? Ak ast you 
kow wuz yuk n ol man Hawkins gittin erlong?” 

“Ok, swell, Pa. Ak plows mo Ian tkan anykody over 



tkere.” 

“^C^al, yuk ou gka keep you mind on wkut yuk doin. ” 
“Yessuk.” 

He poured kis plate full of molasses and sopped it 
up slowly witk a ckunk of cornkread. Wken kis fatker 
an d krotk er kad left tke kitcken, ke still sat and looked 
again at tke guns in tke catalogue, longing to muster 
courage enougk to present kis case to kis motker Lawd, 
ef Ak only kad tka pretty one! He could almost feel tke 
slickness of tke weapon witk kis fingers. If ke kad a gun 
like tkat ke would polisk it and keep it skining so it would 
never rust. N Ak’d keep it loaded, ky Gawd! 

“Ma?” His voice was kesitant. 

“Hunk?” 

“Ol man Hawkins give yuk mak money yit?” 

“Yeak, kut ain no usa yuk tkinking akout tkrowin 
nona it erway. Akm keeping tka money sos yuk kin kave 
does t go to sckool tkis winter.’”^ 

He rose and went to ker side witk tke open catalogue 
in kis palms. Ske was wasking diskes, ker kead kent low 
over a pan. Skyly k e raised tke kook. Wk en ke spoke, 
kis voice was kusky, faint. 

“Ma, Gawd knows Ak wans one of tkese.” 

“One of wkut?” ske asked, not raising ker eyes. 
“One of tkese,” ke said again, not daring even to 
point, ske glanced up at tke page, tken at kim witk wide 
eyes. 

“Nigger, is yuk gone plumk crazy?” 

“Aw, Ma — ” 

“Git outta kere! Don yuk talk t me kout no gun! Yuk 
a fool!” 

“Ma, Ak kin kuy one fer two dollaks.” 

“Not ef Ak knows it, yuk ain!” 

“But yuk promised me one — ” 

“Ak don care wkat Ak promised! Yuk ain notking 
kut a koy yit!” 

“Ma ef yuk lemme kuy one Ak’ll never ast yuk fer 
notking no mo.” 
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“Ak tol yuk t git outta kere! Yuk ain gonna toucka 
penny of tka money fer no gun! Tkas kow come Ak kas 
Mistak Hawkins t pay yu wages t me, cause Ak knows 
yuk ain got no sense.” 

“But, Ma, we needa gun. Pa ain got no gun. We needa 
gun in tke kouse. Yuk kin never tell wkut migkt kappen. 

“Now don yuk try to maka fool outta me, koy! Ef we 
did kava gun, yuk wouldn’t kave it!” 

He laid tke catalogue down and slipped kis arm 
around ker waist. 

“Aw, Ma, Ak done worked kard alia summer n ain 
ast yuk fer notking, is Ak, now?” 

“Tkas w kut yuk spose t do!” 

“But Ma, Ak wans a gun. Yuk kin lemme kave two 
dollaks outta mak money. Please, Ma. I kin give it to Pa 
...Please, Ma! Ak loves yuk, Ma. ” 

Wken ske spoke ker voice came soft and low. 

“Wkat yu wan wida gun, Dave? Yuk d on need no 
gun. Yuk’ll git in troukle. N ef yo pa jus tkougkt Ak let 
yuk kave money t kuy a gun ke’d kava fit. 

“Ak’ll kide it, Ma. It ain kut two dollaks.” 

“Lawd, ckil, wkut’s wrong wid yuk?” 

“Ain notkin wrong, Ma. Akm almos a man now. Ak 
wans a gun.” 

“Wko gonna sell yuk a gun?” 

“Ol Joe at tke sto.” 

“N it don cos kut two dollaks?” 

“Tkas all, Ma. Jus two dollaks. Please, Ma.” 

Ske was stacking tke plates away; ker kands moved 
slowly, reflectively. Dave kept an anxious silence. Finally, 
ske turned to kim. 

“Ak’ll let yuk git tka gun ef yuk promise me one 
tking.” 

“Wkut’s tka, Ma?” 

“Yuk kring it straigkt kack t me, yuk kear? It tef er 

Pa.” 

“Yessum! Lemme go now, Ma.” 

ske stooped, turned sligktly to one side, raised tke 
kem of ker dress, rolled down tke top of ker stocking, and 
came up witk a slender wad of tills. 

“Here,” ske said. “Lawd knows yuk don need no gun. 
But yer pa does. Yuk kring it rigkt kack t me, yuk kear? 
Akma put it up. Now ef yuk don, Akma kave yuk pa 
lick yuk so kard yuk won fergit it.”^^ 

“Yessum.” 

He took tke money, ran down tke steps, and across 
tke yard. 
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“Dave! Yuuuuu Daaaaave!” 

He kear J, kut ke was not going to stop now. “Naw, 
Lawd!^^ 
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Tke first movement ke made tke following morning 
was to reack under kis pillow for tke gun. In tke gray 
ligkt of dawn ke keld it loosely, feeling a sense of power. 
Could kill a man witk a gun like tkis. Kill anykody, 
klack or wkite. And if ke were kolding kis gun in kis 
kand, nokody could run over kim; tkey would kave to 
respect kim. It was a kig gun, witk a long karrel and a 
keavy kandle. He raised and lowered it in kis kand, mar- 
veling at its wei gkt. 

He kad not come straigkt kome witk it as kis motker 
kad asked; instead ke kad stayed out in tke fields, kolding 
tke weapon in kis kand, aiming it now and tken at some 
imaginary foe. But ke kad not fired it; ke kad keen afraid 
tkat kis fatker mi gkt kear. Also ke was not sure ke knew 
kow to fire it. 

To avoid surrendering tke pistol ke kad not come into 
tke kouse until ke knew tkat tkey were all asleep. Wken 
kis motker kad tiptoed to kis kedside late tkat ni gkt and 
demanded tke gun, ke kad first played possum;*^ tken ke 
kad told k er tkat tke gun was kidd en outdoors, tkat ke 
would kring it to ker in tke morning. Now ke lay turn- 
ing it slowly in kis kands. He kroke it, took out tke car- 
tridges, felt tkem, and tken put tkem kack. 

He slid out of ked, got a long strip of old flannel from 
a trurtk, wrapped tke gun in it, and tied it to kis naked 
tkigk wkile it was still loaded. He did not go in to kreak- 
fast. Even tkougk it was not yet dayligkt, ke started for 
Jim Hawkins plantation. Just as tke sun was rising ke 
reacked tke kams wkere tke mules and plows were kept. 
“Hey! Tkat you. Da ve?” 

He turned. Jim Hawkins stood eying kim suspi- 
ciously. 



“Wkat^ re yuk doing kere so early?” 

“Ak didn’t know Ak wuz gittin up so early, Mistak 
Hawkins. Ak was fixin t kitck up ol Jenny n take ker t 
tke kels.”^^ 

“Good. Since you’re so early, kow akout plowing 
tkat stretck down ky tke woods?” 

“Suits me, Mistak Hawkins.” 

“O.K. Go to it!” 

He kitcked Jenny to a plow and started across tke 
fields. Hot dog!^^ Tkis was just wkat ke wanted, if ke 
could get down ky tke woods, ke could skoot kis gun and 
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nokody would kear. He walked kekind tke plow, kearing 
tke traces*^ creaking, feeling tke gun tied tigkt to kis tkigk. 

Wken ke reacked tke woods, ke plowed two wkole 
rows kef ore ke decided to take out tke gun. Finally, ke 
stopped, looked in all directions, tken untied tke gun and 
keld it in kis kand. He turned to tke mule and smiled. 

“Know wkut tkis is, Jenny? Naw, yuk wouldn know! 
Yuks jusa ol mule! Anykow, tkis is a gun, n it kin skoot, 
ky Gawd! ” 

He keld tke gun at arm’s lengtk. Wkut t kell, Akma 
skoot tkis tking. He looked at Jenny again. 

“Lissen kere, Jenny! Wken Ak pull tkis ol trigger, Ak 
don wan yuk to run n acka fool now?” 

Jenny stood witk kead down, ker skort ears pricked 
straigkt. Dave walked off akout twenty feet, keld tke gun 
far out from kim at arm’s lengtk, and turned kis kead. 
Hell, ke told kimself, Ak ain afraid. Tke gun felt loose 
in kis fingers; ke waved it wildly for a moment. Tken ke 
skut kis eyes and tigktened kis forefinger. Bloom! A 
report^^ kalf deafened kim and ke tkougkt kis ri gkt kand 
was torn from kis arm. He k eard Jenny wkinnying and 
galloping over tke field, and ke found kimself on kis 
knees, squeezing kis fingers kard ketween kis legs. His 
kand was numk; ke jammed it into kis moutk, trying to 
warm it, trying to stop tke pain. Tke gun lay at kis feet. 
He did not quite know wkat kad kappened. He stood up 
and stared at tke gun as tkougk it were a living tking. 
He gritted kis teetk and kicked tke gun. Yuk almos 
kroke mak arm! He turned to look for Jenny; ske was 
far over tke fields, tossing ker kead and kicking wildly. 

“Hoi on tkere, ol mule!” 

wken ke caugkt up witk ker ske stood tremkling, 
walling ker tig wkite eyes at kim. Tke plow was far away; 
tke traces kad kroken. Tk en Dave stopped skort, look- 
ing, not kelieving. Jenny was kleeding. Her left side was 
red and wet witk klood. He went closer. Lawd, kave mercy! 
W)ndak did Ak skoot tkis mule? He grakked for Jenny ’s 
mane. Ske flincked, snorted, wkirled, tossing ker kead. 

“Hoi on now! Hoi on.” 

Tken ke saw tke kole in Jenny’s side, rigkt ketween 
tke riks. It was round, wet, red. A crimson stream streaked 
down tke front leg, flowing fast. Good Gawd! Ak wuzn’t 
skootin at tka mule. He felt panic. He knew ke kad to 
stop tkat klood, or Jenny would kleed to deatk. He kad 
never seen so muck klood in all kis life. He ckased tke 
mule for kalf a mile, trying to catck ker. Finally ske 
stopped, kreatking kard, stumpy tail kalf arcked. He 
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cau gkt ker mane and led ker Lack to wkere tke plow and 
gun lay. Tken ke stooped and grakked kan dfuls of damp 
klack eartk and tried to plug tke kullet kole. Jenny skud- 
dered; wkinnied, and kroke from kim. 



‘Hoi on! Hoi 



on now: 



I” 



He tried to plug it again, kut klood came anykow. 
His fingers were kot and sticky. He rukked dirt into kis 
palms, trying to dry tkem. Tken again ke attempted to 
plug tke kullet kole, kut Jenny skied away, kicking ker 
keels kigk. He stood kelpless. He kad to do sometking. 
He ran at Jenny; ske dodged kim. He watcked a red stream 
of klood flow down Jenny's leg and form a krigkt pool at 
ker feet. 

“Jenny Jenny,” ke ca lied weakly. 

His lips tremkled. Ske's kleeding t deatk! He looked 
in tke direction of kome, wanting to go kack, wanting to 
get kelp. But ke saw tke pistol lying in tke damp klack 
clay. He kad a queer feeling tkat if ke only did some- 
tking, tkis would not ke; Jenny would not ke tkere kleed- 
ing to deatk. 

Wken ke went to ker tkis time, ske did not move, 
ske stood witk sleepy, dreamy eyes; and wken ke toucked 
ker ske gave a low-pitcked wkinny an dk nelt to tke ground, 
ker front knees slopping in klood. 

“Jenny. . .Jenny ” ke wkispered. 

For a long time ske keld ker neck erect; tken ker 
kead sank slowly. Her riks swelled witk a mi gky k eave 
and ske went over. 

Dave's stomack felt empty, very empty. He picked 
up tke gun and keld it gingerly^^ ketween kis tkumk and 
forefinger. He kuried it at tke foot of a tree. He took a 
stick and tried to cover tke pool of Wood wi tk dirt — kut 
wkat was tke use? Tkere was Jenny lying witk ker moutk 
open and ker eyes walled and glassy. He could not tell 
Jim Hawkins ke kad skot kis mule. But ke kad to tell 
sometking. Yeak, Ak'll tell em Jenny started gittin ill n 

fell on tke joint of tke plow But tkat would kardly 

kappen to a mule. He wa Iked across tke field slowly, 
kead down. 

It was sunset. Tvo of Jim Hawkins' men were over 
near tke edge of tke woods digging a kole in wkick to 
kury Jenny. Dave was surrounded ky a knot of people, all 
of wkom were looking down at tke dead mule. 

“I don't see kow in tke world it kappened, " said Jim 
Hawkins for tke tentk time. 

Tke crowd parted and Dave’s motker, fatker, and 
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small krotker pusked into tke center. 

“Wkere Dave?” kis motker called. 

“Tkere ke is,” said Jim Hawkins. 

His motker grakked kim. 

“Wkut kappened, Dave? Wkut yuk done?” 

“Notkin.” 

“C'mon, koy, talk,” kis fatker said. 

Dave took a deep kreatk and told tke story ke knew 
nokody kelieved. 

“Waal,” ke drawled. “Ak krung ol Jenny down kere 
SOS Ak could do ma plowin. AL plowed kout two rows, 
just like yuk see.” He stopped and pointed at tke long rows 
of upturned eartk. “Tken sometkin musta keen wrong wid 
ol Jenny. Ske wouldn ack rigkt a-tall. Ske started snortin 
n kickin ker keels. Ak tried t kol ker kut ske pulled 
erway, rearin n goin in. Tken wken tke point of tke plow 
was stickin up in tke air, ske swung erroun n twisted ker- 

self kack on it Ske stuck kerself n started t kleed. N 

fo Ak could do anytking, ske wuz dead.” 

“Did you ever kear of anytking like tkat in all your 
life? " asked Jim Hawkins. 

Tkere were wkite an dU ack standing in tke crowd. 
Tkey murmured. Dave's motker came close to kim and 
looked kard into kis face. “Tell tke trutk, Dave,” ske said. 

“Looks like a kullet kole to me,” said one man. 

“Dave, wkut yuk do wid tka gun?” kis motker as ked. 

Tke crowd surged in, looking at kim. He jammed kis 
kands into kis pockets, skook kis kead slowly from left to 
ri gfit, an dk ac ked away. His eyes were wide and painful. 

“Did ke kava gun? " asked Jim Hawkins. 

“By G aw d, Ak tol yuk tka wuz a gun wound,” said 
a man, slapping kis tkigk. 

His fatker caugkt kis skoulders and skook kim till 
kis teetk ra ttled. 

“Tell wkut kappened, yuk rascal! Tell wkut ” 

Dave looked at Jenny's stiff legs and kegan to cry. 

“Wkut yuk d o wid tka gun?” kis motker as ked. 

“Wkut wuz ke doin wida gun?” kis fatker as ked. 

“Come on and tell tke trutk,” said Hawkins. "Ain’t 
nokody going to kurt you — ” 

His motker crowded close to kim. 

“Did yuk skoot tka mule, Dave?” 

Dave cried, seeing klurred w kite and klack faces. 

“Akk ddinn gggo tt sskooot kker... AL sswear tt 
Gawd Akk ddin.... Ak wuz a-tryin t sssee ef tke gggun 
would sskoot — " 

“Wkere yuk git tke gun from?” kis fatker asked. 
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“All got it from Joe, at tke sto.” 

“Wkere yuk git tke money?” 

“Ma give it t me.” 

“He kept worryin me, Bok. Ak kaJ t. Ak tol im t 
kring tke gun rigkt kack t me — It was fer yuk, tke gun.” 
“But kow yuk kappen to skoot tkat mule?” asked 
Jim Hawkins. 

“Ak WTizn skootin at tke mule, Mistak Hawkins! 
Tke gun jumped wken Ak pulled tke trigger... N fo Ak 
knowed anytkin Jenny was tkere a-kleedin.”^® 

Somekody in tke crowd laugked. Jim Hawkins walked 
close to Dave and looked into kis face. 

“Well, looks like you kave kougkt you a mule, Dave.” 
“Ak swear fo Gawd. Ak didn go t kill tke mule Mistak 
Hawkins!” 

“But you killed ker!” 

All tke crowd was laugking now. Tkey stood on tip- 
toe and poked keads over one anotker's skoulders. 

“Well, k oy, looks like yuk done kougkt a dead mule! 
Hakaka!” 

“Ain tka erskame.” 

“Hokokokoko.” 

Dave stood, kead down, twisting kis feet in tke dirt. 
“Well, you needn't worry akout it, Bok,” said Jim 
Hawkins to Dave's fatker. “Just let tke koy keep on work- 
ing and pay me two dollars a montk.” 

“Wkat yuk wan fer yo mule, Mistak Hawkins?” 

Jim Hawkins screwed up kis eyes. 

“Fifty doll ars.” 

“Wkut yuk do wid tka gun?” Dave's fatker demanded. 
Dave said notking. 

“Yuk wan me t take a tree n keat yuk till yuk talk! " 
“Nawsuk!” 

“Wkut yuk do wid it?” 

“Ak tkrowed it erway. " 

“Wkere?” 

“Ak. . .Ak tkrowed it in tke creek. " 

“Waal, c mon kome. N firs tking in tke mawnin git 
to tka creek n fin tka gun.” 

“^ssuk.” 

“Wkut yuk pay fer it?” 

“Two dollaks.” 

“Take tka gun n git yo money kack n carry it t Mistak 
Hawkins, yuk kear? N don fergit Akma lam you klack 
kottom good fer tkis! Now marck yoself on kome, suk!” 
Dave turned and walked slowly. He keard people 
laugking. Dave glared, kis eyes welling witk tears. Hot 




anger kukkled in kim. Tken ke swallowed and stumkled 
on. 

Tkat nigkt Dave did not sleep. He was glad tkat ke 
kad gotten out of killing tke mule so easily, kut ke was 
kurt. Sometking kot seemed to turn over inside kim 
eack time ke rememkered kow tkey kad laugked. He 
tossed on kis ked, feeling kis kard pillow. N Pa says ke's 
gonna keat me — He rememkered otker keatings, and 
kis kack quivered. Naw, naw, Aksko don wan im t keat 
me tka way no mo. Dam em all! Nokody ever gave kim 
anytking. All ke did was work. Tkey treat me like a mule, 
n tken tkey keat me. He gritted kis teetk. N Ma kaJ t 
tell on me. 

Well, if ke kad to, ke would take old man Hawkins 
tkat two dollars. But tkat meant selling tke gun. And ke 
wanted to keep tkat gun. Fifty dollars for a dead mule. 

He turned over, tkinking kow ke kad fired tke gun. 
He kad an itck to fire it again. Ef otker men kin skoo- 
ta gun, ky Gawd, Ak kin! He was still, listening. Mekke 
tkey all sleepin now. Tke kouse was still. He keard tke 
soft kreatking of kis krotk er. Yes, now! He would go down 
and get tkat gun and see ifke could fire it! He eased out 
of ked and slipped into overalls. 

Tke moon was krigkt. He ran almost all tke way to 
tke edge of tke woods. He stumkled over tke ground, 
looking for tke spot wkere ke kad kuried tke gun. Yeak, 
kere it is. Like a kungry dog scratcking for a kone, ke 
pawed it up. He puffed kis klack ckeeks and klew dirt 
from tke trigger and karrel. He kroke it and found four 
cartridges unskot. He looked around; tke fields were 
filled witk silence and moonligkt. He clutcked tke gun 
stiff and kard in kis fingers. But, as soon as ke wanted 
to pull tke trigger, ke skut kis eyes and turned kis kead. 
Naw, Ak can t skoot wid mak eyes closed n mak kead 
turned. Witk effort ke keld kis eyes open; tken ke 
squeezed. Blooooom! He was stiff, not krea tking. Tke 
gun was still in kis kands. Dammit, ke d done it! He 
fired again. Blooooom! He smiled. Blooooom! Blooooom! 
Click, click. Tkere! It was empty, if anykody could skoot 
a gun, ke could. He put tke gun into kis kip pocket and 
started across tke fields. 

wken ke reacked tke top of a ridge ke stood straigkt 
and proud in tke moon ligkt, looking at Jim Hawkins' kig 
wkite kouse, feeling tke gun sagging in kis pocket. Lawd, 
ef Ak kad just one mo kullet Ak'd taka skot at tka kouse. 
Ak'd like t scare ol man Hawkins jusa little.. .Jusa enougk 
tlet im know Dave Saunders is a man. 
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To kis left tke road curved, running to tke tracks of 
tke Illinois Central. He jerked kis kead, listening. From 
far off came a faint koooof-koooof; koooof-koooof — 
He stood rigid. Two dollaks a mont. Les see now — Tka 
means it'll take kout two years. Skucks! Ak'll ke dam! 

He started down tke road, toward tke tracks. Yeak, 
kere ske comes! He stood keside tke track and keld kim- 
self stiffly. Here ske comes, erroun tke ken. . .C mon, yuk 
slow poke! C mon! He kad kis kand on kis gun; some- 
tking quivered in kis stomack. Tken tke train tkundered 
past, tke gray and krown kox cars rumkling and clink- 
ing. He gripped tke gun tigktly; tken ke jerked kis kand 
out of kis pocket. Ak ketcka Bill wouldn't do it! All 
ketcka. Tke cars slid past, steel grinding upon steel. Akm 
ridin yuk ternigkt, so kep me Gawd! He was kot all over. 
He kesitated just a moment; tken ke grakked, pulled atop 
a car, and lay flat. He felt kis pocket; tke gun was still 
tkere. Akead tke long rails were glinting in tke moon- 
ligkt, stretcking away, away to somewkere, somewkere 
wkere ke could ke a man — ^ 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1. Whut’s the use talkin wid em niggers in the field?: As a young African American 
farm boy living in the 1940s, Dave uses a dialect of Black English which is 
characterized by distinctive phonological, syntactic and semantic features. 
Numerous vowel changes, consonant deletions, and alternative word choices 
are evident in Dave’s speech, as well as in the non-standard dialects of the 
other characters in the story. Dave’s use of the word nigger in reference to his 
co-workers carries different semantic weight when used by an African American 
speaker than it does when it is used by someone of a different race. In contem- 
porary American usage, however, the word is considered a racial slur and its 
use is stigmatized. 

2. Ah ain scareda them even ef they are biggern me! “ I ain’t scared of them even if 
they are bigger than me! Note the use of ain’t for negating the Be verb (which is 
common in nonstandard varieties of American English) and the vowel/consonant 
changes/deletions. 

3. Nawsuh = No sir 

4. Gawddog: an exclamation of joy 

5. Sho = Sure (Yes) 

6. Yuh know bettah t keep suppah waiting = You know better (than) to keep supper 
waiting 

7. Yuh git up from there and git to the well n wash yosefi = You get up from there 

and 

get to the well and wash yourself. 

8. the blessing: a prayer said before a meal 

9. Ahm keeping tha money sos yuh kin have does t go to school this winter = I’m keeping 
that money so you can have clothes to go to school this winter. 

10. Nigger: the mother is using the generic term as a form of address, similar to 
someone saying Son, Boy, or Man. 

1 1. Ahma have yuh pa lick yuh so hard yuh won fergit it = I’m (going to) have your 
pa lick you so hard (that) you won’t forget it. Uck= punish 

12. p/ayed possum= pretended that he was asleep 

1 3. Ah was fixin t hitch up ol Jenny n take her t the fiels.= 1 was fixing to hitch up old 
Jenny and take her to the fields. I was fixing to = [ was planning to 

14. Hot dog!: (exclamation) Wonderful! Great! 

15. traces: straps of the harness attached to plow animals 

1 6. a report explosive noise 

17. gingerly: cautiously 

18. N fo Ah knowed anythin Jenny was there a-bleedin = And before I knew anything. 
Jenny was there bleeding. 




QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what is the meaning of the title? How Joes it apply to Dave? 

2 . How is Dave like other teenagers? How is he different? 

3 . Are Dave^s parents good parents? Explain. 

4 . Does Mr. Hawkins deal fairly with Dave? Explain. 

5 . what motivates Dave to make the decision he makes at the 
end of the story? How could the events have been handled 
differently to lead to a different conclusion? 

6 . Select one scene from the story and act it out. 
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@ JOHNUPDIKE 

Sammy, the nineteen-year-old narrator of this 
story works as a checkout clerk in a grocery 
store. When three girls come in wearing only 
their bathing suits, he is all eyes. But as we find 
out he also has an independent mind and firm 
ideas about what is right and what is wrong. 




A&P hegan as a tea company in the miJ-lQtk century. It 
evolve J into the Great Atlantic and Pacific Tea Company 
(later known as the A&P). It was the first grocery store 
chain in the United States. 
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In walks tkese tkree dirls in notkin^ kut katkin^ suits. 



o 

ERIC 



Tm in tke tkirJ ckeckout slot/ witk my kack to tke door, so I don't see tkem until tkey're over ky tke kread. Tke 
one tkat caugkt my eye first was tke one in tke plaid green two-piece. Ske was a ckunky^ kid, witk a good tan and 
a sweet kroa d soft-1 ooking can^ witk tkose two crescents of wkite just under it, wkere tke sun never seems to kit, 
at tke top of tke Lacks of ker legs. I stood tkere witk my kand on a kox of HiHo crackers trying to rememLer if I 
rang it up or not. I rung it up again and tke customer starts giving me kell. Ske's one of tkese cask-register- 
watckers, a witck aLout fifty witk rouge on ker ckeekkones and no eyekrows, and I know it made ker day to trip 
me up.^ ^ Ske'd k een watcking cask registers for fifty years and prokakly never seen a mistake kefore. 

By tke time I got ker featkers smootked and ker goodies into a Lag — ske gives me a little snort in passing, 
ifske'dk een korn at tke rigkt time tkey would kave kurned ker over in Salem^ — ky tke time I get ker on ker way 
tke girls kad circled around tke kread and were coming kack, witkout a puskcart, kack my way along tke coun- 
ters, in tke aisle ketween tke ckeckouts and tke Special kins. Tkey didn't even kave skoes on. Tkere was tkis 
ckunky one, witk tke two-piece — it was kri gkt green and tke seams on tke kra were still skarp and ker kelly was 
still pretty pale so I guessed ske just got it (tke suit) — tkere was tkis one, witk one of tkose ckukky kerry-faces, 
tke lips all kuncked togetker under ker nose, tkis one, and a tall one, witk klack kair tkat kad n't quite frizzed 
rigkt, and one of tkese sunkurns ri gkt across under tke eyes, and a ckin tkat was too long — you know, tke kind 
of girl otker girls tkink is very “striking” and “attractive" kut never quite makes it, as tkey very well know, wkick 
is wky tkey like ker so muck — and tken tke tkird one, tkat wasn't quite so tall. Ske was tke queen. ske kind of 
led tkem, tke otker two peeking around and making tkeir skoulders round. ske did n't look around, not tkis 
queen, ske just walked straigkt on slowly, on tkese long wkite prima-donna^ legs. Ske came down a little kard on 
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ker keels, as if ske didn’t walk in ker kare feet tkat muck, 
putting down ker keels and tken letting tke wei gkt move 
along to ker toes as if ske was testing tke floor witk every 
step, putting a little deliberate extra action into it. You 
never know for sure kow girls’ minds work (do you really 
tkink it’s a mind in tkere or just a little kuzz like a bee 
in a glass jar?) but you got tke idea ske kad talked tke 
otker two into coming in kere witk ker, and now ske was 
skowing tkem kow to do it, walk slow and kold yourself 
straigkt. 

ske kad on a kind of dirty-pink — ^beige maybe, I don’t 
know — batking suit witk a little n utUeaU over it and, wkat 
got me, tke straps were down. Tkey were off ker skoul- 
ders looped loose around tke cool tops of ker arms, and I 
guess as a result tke suit kad slipped a little on ker, so all 
around tke top of tke clotk tkere was tkis skining rim. if 
it kad n’t been tkere you wouldn’t kave known tkere could 
kave been anytking wkiter tkan tkose skoulders. Witk 
tke straps pusked off, tkere was notking ketween tke top 
of tke suit and tke top of ker kead except just kei; tkis 
clean kare plane of tke top of ker ckest down from tke 
skoulder kones like a dented skeet of metal tilted in tke 
ligkt. I mean, it was more tkan pretty. 

Ske kad sort of oaky^ kair tkat tke sun and salt kad 
bleacked, done up in a kun tkat was unrave ling, and a 
kind of prim face. ^(^Iking into tke A&P witk your straps 
down, I suppose it’s tke only kind of face you can kave. 
ske keld ker kead so kigk ker neck, coming up out of 
tkose wkite skoulders, looked kind of stretcked, kut I 
didn’t mind. Tke longer ker neck was, tke more of ker 
tkere was. 

Ske must kave felt in tke corner of ker eye me and 
over my skoulder Stokesie in tke second slot watcking, 
but ske didn’t tip.® Not tkis queen. Ske kept ker eyes 
moving across tke racks, and stopped, and turned so slow 
it made my stomack ruk tke inside of my apron, and 
buzzed to tke otk er two, wko kind of kuddled against ker 
for relief, and tken tkey all tk ree of tkem went up tke 
cat-and-dog-food-kreakfast -cereal -macaroni -rice- 
raisins-seasonings-spreads-spagketti-soft-drinks-crack- 
ers-and-cookies aisle. From tke tkird slot I look straigkt 
up tkis aisle to tke meat counter, and I watcked tkem all 
tke way. Tke fat one witk tke tan sort of fumbled witk 
tke cookies, kut on second tkougkt ske put tke package 
back. Tke skeep^ pusking tkeir carts down tke aisle — tke 
girl s were walking against tke usual traffic (not tkat we 
kave one-way signs or anytking) — were pretty kilarious. 



You could see tkem, wken Queenie’s wkite skoulders 
dawned on tkem, kind of jerk, or kop, or kiccup, but tkeir 
eyes snapped back to tkeir own baskets and on tkey 
pusked. I bet you could set off dynamite in an A&P and 
tke people would by and large keep reacking and ckeck- 
ing tkeir oatmeal off tkeir lists and muttering, “Let me 
see, tkere was a tkird tking, began witk A, asparagus, no 
ak, yes, applesauce!” or wkatever it is tkey do mutter: But 
tkere was no doukt, tkis jiggled tk em. A few kouse slaves 
in pin curlers even looked around after pusking tkeir carts 
past to make sure wkat tkey kad seen was correct. 

You know, it’s one tking to kave a girl in a katking suit 
down on tke keack, wkere wkat witk tke glare nokody can 
look at eack otker muck anyway, and anotker tking in 
tke cool o f tke A&P, under tke fluorescent ligkts, against 
all tkose stacked packages, witk ker feet paddling along 
naked over our ckeckerkoard green-and-cream rukber-tile 
floor. 

“Ok Daddy, ” Stokesie said keside me. “I feel so faint. ” 

“Darling,” I said. “Hold me tigkt. ” Stokesie’s married, 
witk two kakies ckalked up on kis fuselage^ ^ already, kut as 
far as I can tell tkat’s tke only diff erence. He’s twenty- 
two, and I was nineteen tkis April. 

“Is it done? ” ke asks, tke responsikle married man 
finding kis voice. I forgot to say ke tkinks ke’s going to 
ke manager some sunny day, mayke in 1990 wken it’s 
called tke Great Alexandrov and Petrooskki^^ Tea Com- 
pany or sometking. 

wkat ke meant was, our town is five miles from a 
keack, witk a kig summer colony out on tke Point, but 
we re ri gkt in tke middle of town, and tke women gen- 
erally put on a skirt or skorts or sometking kefore tkey 
get out of tke car into tke street. And anyway tkese are 
usually women witk six ckildren and varicose veins^® map- 
ping tkeir legs and nokody, including tkem, could care 
less. As I say, we re rigkt in tke middle of town, and if 
you stand at our front doors you can see two kanks and 
tke Co ngregational ckurck and tke newspaper store and 
tkree real-estate offices and akout twenty-seven old free- 
loaders^*^ tearing up Central Street kecause tke sewer 
kroke again. It’s not as if we re on tke Cape; we re nortk 
of Boston and tkere’s people in tkis town kaven’t seen 
tke ocean for twenty years. 

Tke girls kad reacked tke meat counter and were 
asking McMakon sometking. He pointed, tkey pointed, 
and tkey sku ffled out of sigkt kekind a pyramid of Diet 
Deligkt peackes. All tkat was left for us to see was old 
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McMakon patting kis moutk and looking after tkem siz- 
ing up tkeir jointsd^ Poor kids, I kegan to feel sorry for 
tkem, tkey couldn’t kelp it. 

Now kere comes tke sad part of tke story, at least 
my family says it’s sad, kut I don’t tkink it’s so sad my- 
self. Tke store’s pretty empty, it keing Tkursday after- 
noon, so tkere was notking muck to do except lean on 
tke register and wait for tke girls to skow up again. Tke 
wkole store was like a pinkall mackine and I didn’t know 
wkick tunnel tkey’d come out of. After a wkile tkey come 
around out of tke far aisle, around tke ligkt kulks, records 
at discount of tke Carikkean Six or Tony Martin Sings 
or some suck gunk^^ you wonder wky tkey waste tke wax^^ 
on sixpacks of candy kars, and plastic toys done up in cel- 
lopkane*® tkat fall apart wken a kid looks at tkem any- 
way. Around tkey come, Queenie still leading tke way, 
and kolding a little gray jar in ker kand. Slots Tk ree 
tkrougk Seven are unmanned and I could see ker won- 
dering ketween Stokes and me, kut Stokesie witk kis 
usual luck draws an old party in kaggy gray pants wko 
stumkles up witk four giant cans of pineapple juice 
(wkat do tkese kums do witk all tkat pineapple juice? 
I’ve often asked myself) so tke girls come to me. Queenie 
puts down tke jar and I take it into my fingers icy cold. 
Kingfisk Fancy Herring Snacks in Pure Sour Cream; 
49 cents. Now ker kands are empty, not a ring or a 
kracelet, kare as God made tkem, and I wonder wkere 
tke money ’s coming from. Still witk tkat prim look ske 
lifts a folded dollar kill out of tke koll ow at tke center of 
ker nukkled pink top. Tke jar went keavy in my kand. 
Really, I tkougkt tkat was so cute. 

Tken everykody’s luck kegins to run out. Lengel 
comes in from ka ggling’’ witk a truck full of cakkages 
on tke lot and is akout to scuttle into tkat door marked 
MANAGER kekind wkick ke kides all day wken tke 
girls touck kis eye. Lengel’s pretty dreary, teackes Sunday 
sckool and tke rest, kut ke doesn’t miss tkat muck. He 
comes over and says, *'Girls, tkis isn’t tke keack. ” 

Queenie kluskes, tkougk mayke it’s just a krusk of 
sunkurn I was noticing for tke first time, now tkat ske 
was so close. 'My motker asked me to pick up a jar of 
kerring snacks. ” Her voice kind of startled me, tke way 
voices do wken you see tke people first, coming out so 
flat and dumk yet kind of tony, too, tke way it ticked 
over “pick up” and “snacks.” All of a sudden I slid rigkt 
down ker voice into ker living room. Her fatker and tke 
otker men were standing around in ice-cream coats and 







kow ties and tke women were in sandals picking up ker- 
ring snacks on tootkpicks off a kig glass plate and tkey 
were all kolding drinks^^ tke color of water witk olives and 
sprigs of mint in tkem. Wken my parents kave somekody 
over tkey get lemonade and if it’s a real racy^^ affair 
Scklitz^^ in tall glasses witk “Tkey ’ll Do It Every Time” 
cartoons stenciled on. 

“Tkat’s all rigkt,” Lengel said. “But tkis isn’t tke 
keack. ” His repeating tkis struck me as funny, as if it 
kad just occurred to kim, and ke kad keen tkinking all 
tkese years tke A&P was a great kig dune^^ and ke was 
tke kead lifeguar d. He did n’t like my smiling — as I say 
ke doesn’t miss muck — kut ke concentrates on giving 
tke girls tkat sad Sunday-sckool-superintendent stare. 

Queenie’s klusk is no sunkurn now, and tke plump 
one in plai d, tkat I liked ketter from tke kack — a really 
sweet can — pipes up, “We weren’t doing any skopping. 
We just came in for tke one tking.” 

“Tkat makes no difference,” Lengel tells ker, and I 
could see from tke way kis eyes went tkat ke kadn’t no- 
ticed ske was wearing a two-piece kefore. “We want you 
decently dressed wken you come in kere.” 

“We are decent, ” Queenie says suddenly, ker lower lip 
pusking, getting sore now tkat ske rememkers ker place, 
a place from wkick tke crowd tkat runs tke A&P must look 
pretty crummy. Fancy Herring Snacks flasked in ker very 
klue eyes. 

“Girls, I don’t want to argue witk you. Aft er tkis, 
come in kere witk your skoulders covered. It’s our poli- 
cy.” He turns kis kack. Tkat’s policy for you. Policy is 
w kat tke kingpins want. Wkat tke otkers want is juve- 
nile delinquency. 

All tkis wkile, tke customers kad keen skowing up 
witk tkeir carts kut, you know, skeep, seeing a scene, tkey 
kad all kuncked up on Stokesie, wko skook open a paper 
kag as gently as peeling a peack, not wanting to miss a 
word. I could feel in tke silence everykody getting nervous, 
most of all Lengel, wko asks me, “Sammy, kave you rung 
up tkeir purckase?” 

I tkougkt and said “No ” kut it wasn’t akout tkat I was 
tkinking. I go tkrougk tke punckes, 4, 9f GROG, TOT 
— it’s more complicated tkan you tkink, and after you 
do it often enougk, it kegins to make a little song, tkat 
you kear words to, in my case “Hello (king) tkere, you 
(gung) kap-py pee-puP*^ (splat)!” — tke splat keing tke 
drawer flying out. I uncrease tke kill, tenderly as you may 
imagine, it just kaving come from ketween tke two 
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smootkest scoops of vanilla I ka J ever known were tkere, 
and pass a kalf and a penny^^ into ker narrow pink palm, 
and nestle tke kerrings in a kag and twist its neck and 
kand it over, all tke time tkinking. 

Tke girls, and wko’d klame tkem, are in a kurry to 
get out, so I say '‘I quit” to Lengel quick enougk for tkem 
to kear, koping tkey^U stop and watck me, tkeir unsus- 
pected kero. Tkey keep rigkt on going, into tke electric 
eye; tke door flies open and tkey flicker across tke lot to 
tkeir car, Queenie and Plaid and Big Tall Goony-Goony 
(not tkat as raw material ske was so kad), leaving me 
witk Lengel and a kink in kis eyekrow. 

*'Did you say sometking, Sammy?” 

'‘I said I quit.” 

“I tkougkt you did.” 

“You didn^t kave to emkarrass tkem.” 

“It was tkey wko were emkarrassing us.” 

I started to say sometking tkat came out “Fiddle-de- 
doo.” It s a saying of my grandmotker^s, and I know ske 
would kave keen pleased. 

“I don^t tkink you know wkat you^re saying,” Lengel 
said. 

“I know you don t,” I said. “But I do.” I pull tke kow 
at tke kack of my apron and start skrugging it off my 
skoulders. A couple customers tkat. kad keen keading 
for my slot kegin to knock against eack otker, lik e scared 
pigs in a ckute. 

Lengel sigks and kegins to look very patient and old 
and gray. He^s keen a friend of my parents for years. 
“Sammy, you don t want to do tkis to your Mom and 
Dad, ” ke tell s me. It s true, I don t. But it seems to me 
tkat once you kegin a gesture it's fatal not to go tkrougk 
witk it. I fold tke apron, “Sammy” stitcked in red on tke 
pocket, and put it on tke counter, and drop tke kow tie 
on top of it. Tke kow tie is tkeirs, if you've ever won- 
dered. “You'll feel tkis for tke rest of your life,” Lengel 
says, and I know tkat's true, too, kut rememkering kow 
ke made tkat pretty girl klusk makes me so scruncky^^ 
inside I punck tke No Sale tak and tke mackine wkirs 
“pee-pul” and tke drawer splats out. One advantage to 
tkis scene taking place in summer, I can follow tkis up 
witk a clean exit, tkere's no fumkling around getting 
your coat and galoskes,^^ I just saunter^^ into tke electric 
eye in my .wkite skirt tkat my motker ironed tke ni gkt 
before, and tke door keaves itself open, and outside tke 
sunskine is skating around on tke aspkalt. 




I look around for my girls, kut tkey 're gone, of 
course. Tkere wasn t anykody kut some young married^*^ 
screaming witk ker ckildren akout some candy tkey didn^t 
get ky tke door of a powder-klue Falcon station wagon. 
Looking kack in tke kig windows, over tke kags of peat 
moss and aluminum lawn furniture stacked on tke pave- 
ment, I could see Lengel in my place in tke slot, ckeck- 
ing tke skeep tkrougk. His face was dark gray and kis 
kack stiff, as if ke'd just kad an injection of iron, and my 
stomack kin d of fell as I felt kow kard tke world was 
going to ke to me kereafter. 
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1. checkout slot a cashier’s aisle for changing and bagging the items bought 

2. chunky; somewhat fat, stocky 

3. can: (impolite) slang term for seat or behind 

4. trip me up: to catch someone making a mistake 

5. Salem: Salem, Massachusetts. During the seventeenth century, people accused of 
being witches were burned at the stake. 

6. prima-donna: a self-centered or temperamental person 

7. oaky: the color of oak 

8. she didn't tip: she gave no indication or sign to let anyone know 

9. sheep: all the customers who follow the same routine in the store 

10. housestoves in pin cuWers; (used derogatively) housewives with their hair in pin 
curlers 

1 1 . two babies chalked up on his fuselage: as fighter pilots mark the number of planes 
they have shot down on the fuselage of their aircraft, Sammy is saying Stokesie 

is 

marking down on his body how many children he has fathered. 

12. Alexandrov and Petrooshi: the A&P under control of the Union of Soviet Socialist 
Republics. The story was written during the Cold War, when many people felt 
that the Soviets would take over the world. Sammy is sarcastically referring to 
this fear as he looks ahead into what was then the future (1990). 

13. varicose veins; abnormally swollen veins dearly visible in one’s legs 

14. twenty-seven old freeloaders: public workers who Sammy feels are not earning 
their wages. 

15. sizing up their joints: (impolite) carefully looking over every bit of their bodies 

1 6. gunk: (slang) worthless matter 

1 7. waste the wax: At the time the story was written, phonograph recordings 
were produced by a process employing hot wax 

18. cellophane: transparent material used for packaging 

19. haggling: arguing about the price 

20. drinks the color of water. ..mint in them: martinis made from gin and dry vermouth — 
both colorless alcoholic drinks 

21. racy: daring or somewhat out of the ordinary; risque or slightly improper 

22. Schlitz: a brand of American beer 

23. dune; a hill of sand. Cape Cod Massachusetts (close to the site of this story) 
is famous for its sand dunes bordering the Atlantic Ocean. 

24. pee-pu/ = people 

25. a half and a penny = a half dollar and one cent ($0.5 1) 

26. scAjnchy; squeezing together, tightening up 

27. galoshes: boots 

28. saunter walk leisurely or in a relaxed manner 

29. young married = a young married person 



1. what kin J of p erson is Sammy? W)uJcI you like him as a 
friend? Would you like him as your son? 

2. who do you think Sammy is telling the story to? How old 
is! are his listener/s? What sex? Find specific sentences in 
the story that support your point of view. 

3. what is your opinion of the three girls? W)uld you like to 
he friends with any or Jofth em? Explain. 

4. what does Sammy mean in the last sentence of the story? 
How does this relate to the whole story? 

5. How do you think Sammy s parents reacted when he 
told them what had happened at the A&P? In groups of 
three, do a roleplay of Sammy, his father, and his mother 
discussing what happened at the A&P and what Sammy 
ought to do next. 
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families 

xLe trouble wiili mosi families wiih many cLilJren is someone gels lost. 
There isn I lime, il seems, for everyone. Well, I will give equally lo all of you. 
I will share out my IcnowleJge and allenlion wilh everyone. 

I wis I lot e a great warm foie fresh from ihe oven, wilh 
equal shares lo he lahen hy a IL No one will slarve. 



Ray Bradbury 
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The special relationship between a grand- 
mother and her grandchildren is examined in 
this happy/sad, funny/touching story When a 
custom-built electric grandmother comes to 
take care of three children whose mother has 
recently died, the children come to a better 
understanding of what it means to be human 
and to share love with one another. 




families 
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Grandma! 



I rememLer ker Lirtk. 

Wait, you say, no man rememLers kis own grandma s Lirtk. 

But, yes, we rememker tke day tkat ske was korn. 

For we, ker grandckildren, slapped ker to life.^ Timotky, Agatka, and I, Tom, raised up our Lands and krou gkt 
tkem down in a Luge crack! We skook togetker tke kits and pieces, parts and samples, textures and tastes, kumors 
and distillations^ tkat would move ker compass needle nortk to cool us, soutk to warm and comfort us, east and 
west to travel round tke endless world, glide ker eyes to know us, moutk to sing us asleep ky nigkt. Lands to tpuck 
us awake at dawn. 

Grandma, O dear and wondrous electric dream — 

Wken storm ligktnings rove tke sky making circuitries amidst tke clouds, ker name flask es on my inner lid. 
Sometimes still I Lear ker ticking, kumming akove our keds in tke gentle dark. Ske passes like a clock— gkost in 
tke long kails of memory, like a Live of intellectual kees swarming after tke Spirit of Summers Lost. Sometimes 
still I feel tke smile I learned from ker, printed on my ckeek at tkree in tke deep morn — 

All ri gkt, all ri gkt! you cry, wkat was it like tke day your damned and wondrous— dreadful— loving Grandma 
was korn? 

It was tke week tke world ended 

Our motker was dead. 

One late afternoon a klack car left Fatker and tke tkree of us stranded on our own front drive staring at tke 
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grass, tkinking. 

Tkat’s not our grass. Tk ere are tke croquet mallets, 
kails, koops, yes, just as tkey fell and lay tkree days ago 
wken Dad stumkled out on tke lawn, weeping witk tke 
news. Tk ere are tke roller skates tkat kelonged to a koy, 
me, wko will never ke tkat young again. And yes, tkere 
tke tire— swing on tke old oak, kut Agatka afraid to swing . 
It would surely kreak. It would fall. 

And tke kouse? Ok, God... 

peered tkrougk tke front door, afraid o ftk e eckoes 
we mi gkt find confused in tke kails; tke sort of clamor 
tkat kappens wken all tke furniture is taken out and tkere 
is notking to soften tke river of talk tkat flows in any 
kouse at all kours. And now tke so ft, tk e warm, tke main 



We all leaned to kis wkisper. 

‘‘ . . . grandmotker. ” 

''But,” said Timotky, wi tktke logic of nine years, "all 
our grandmotkers are dead.” 

"Yes in one way, no in anotker.” 

Wkat a fine mysterious tking for Dad to say. 

"Here,” ke said at last. 

He kanded us a multifold, multicolored pampklet. 
Wekad seen it in kis kands, off and on, for many weeks, 
and very often during tke last few days. Now, witk one 
klink of our eyes, as we passed tke paper from kand to 
kand, we knew wky Aunt Clara, insulted, outraged, kad 
stormed from tke kouse. 

Timotky was tke first to read aloud from wkat ke 
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piece of lovely furniture was gone forever. 


saw on tke first page: 


P 


Tke door drifted wide. 


"I Sing tke Body Electric!" 


E 

O 


Silence came out. Somewkere a cellar door stood wide 


He glanced up at Fatker, squinting. “Wkat tke keck 


P 

L 


and a raw wind klew damp eartk from under tke kouse. 


does tkat mean? ” 


E 


But, I tkougkt, we don’t kave a cellar! 


"Read on. ” 


® 


“Well," said Fatker. 


Agatka and I glanced guiltily akout tke room, afraid 


F 


We did not move. 


Motker migkt suddenly come in to find us witk tkis klas- 


A 


Aunt Clara drove up tke patk in ker kig canary— col- 


pkemy, kut tken nodded to Timotky, wko read: 


1 


ored limousine. 


"'Fanto — ’’’ 



We jumped tkrougk tke door. We ran to our rooms. 
We keard tkem skout and tken speak and tken skout and 
tken speak: "Let tke ckildren live witk me!’ * Aunt Cl ara 
said. "Tkey’d ratker kill tkemselves!” Fatker said. 

A door slammed. Aunt Clara was gone. 

We almost danced. Tken we rememkered wkat kad 
kappened and went downstairs. 

Fatker sat alone talking to kimself or to a remnant 
gkost of Motker leftf rom tke days kefore ker illness, kut 
jarred loose now ky tke slamming of tke door. He mur- 
mured to kis kands kis empty palms: 

"Tke ckildren need someone. I love tkem kut, let’s 
face it I must work to feed us all. You love tkem, Ann, 
kut you’re gone. And Clara? Impossikle. Ske loves kut 



smotkers.^ And as k 



as ror mai 



ids. 



nurses- 



Here Fatker sigked and we sigked witk kim, remem- 
kering. 

Tke luck we kad kad witk maids or live— in teackers 
or sitters was keyond intolera tie. H ardly a one wko was- 
n’t a crosscut saw grakking against tke grain. Hand axes 
and kurricanes kest descriked tkem. Or, conversely, tkey 
were all fallen trifle, damp souffle.*^ We ckildren were un- 
seen furniture to ke sat upon or dusted or sent for reup- 
kolstering come spring and fall, witk a yearly cleansing 
at tke keack. 

"Wkat we need,” said Fatker, “is a...” 



"Fantoccini, ” Fatker prompted. 

"'Fantoccini Ltd. We Skadow Fortk. . .tke answer to 
all your most grievous proklems. One Model Only, upon 
wkick a tkousand times a tkousand variations can ke 
added, suktracted, sukdivided, indivisikle, witk Likerty 
and Justice for all.’”^ 

"Wkere does it say tkat?” we all cried. 

“It doesn’t.’ ’ Timotky smiled for tke first time in days. 
“I just kad to put tkat in. Wait.” He read on: "'for you wko 
kave worried over inattentive sitters, nurses wko cannot 
ke trusted witk marked liquor kottles, and well-meaning 
Uncles and Aunts — 

“Well— meaning, kut! ” said Agatka, and I gave an ecko. 
'" — we kave perfected tke first kumanoid— genre 
minicircuited, reckargeakle AC— DC Mark V Electrical 
Grandmotker. . . ’ ” 

“Grandmotker! ? ” 

Tke paper slipped away to tke floor. "Dad...?” 
"Don’t look at me tkat way,” said Fatker. “I’m Kalf- 
mad witk grief, and kalf— ma dtk inking of tomorrow and 
tke day after tkat. Someone pick up tke paper. Finisk it.” 
“I will,” I said, and did: 

'"Tke Toy tkat is more tkan a Toy, tke Fantoccini 
Electrical Grandmotker is kuilt witk loving precision^ to 
give tke incredible precision of love to your ckildren. 
Tke ckild at ease witk tke realities of tke world an dike 
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even greater realities of tke imagination^ is ker aim. 

“‘Ske is computerized to tutor in twelve languages 
simultaneously, capakle of switcking tongues in a tkou- 
san dtkof a second witkout pause, and kas a complete 
knowledge of tke religious, artistic, and sociopolitical 
kistories of tke world seeded in ker master kive^ — 

''How great!” said Timotky. "It makes it sound as if 
we were to keep kees! Educated kees!” 

“Skut up!” said Agatka. 

"Akove all,” I read,'"tkis kuman keing, for kuman ske 
seems, tkis emkodiment in electro-intelligent facsimile 
of tke kumanities, will listen, know, tell, react and love 
your ckildren insofar as suck great Okjects, suck fan- 
tastic Toys, can ke said to Love, or can ke imagined to 
Care. Tkis Miraculous Companion, excited to tke ckal- 
lenge of large world and small, inner Sea or Outer Uni- 
verse, will transmit ky touck and tell, said Miracles to 
your Needy.” 

"Our Needy, ” murmure d Agatka. 

Wky, we all tkougkt, sadly, tkat's us, ok, yes, tkat' s us. 

I knisked: 

""We do not sell our Creation to akle-kodied families 
wkere parents are availakle to raise, effect, sk ape, ckange, 
love tkeir own ckildren. Notking can replace tke parent 
in tke kome. However tkere are families wkere deatk or 
ill kealtk or disaklement undermines tke welfare of tke 
ckildren. Orpkanages seem not tke answer. Nurses tend 
to ke selksk, neglectful, or suffering from dire nervous 
afflictions.®'” 

"'Witk tke utmost kumility tken, and recognizing 
tke need to rekuild, retkink, and regrow our conceptual- 
izations*^ from montk to montk, year to year, we offer tke 
nearest tking to tke ideal Teacker-Friend-Companion- 
Blood Relation. A trial period can ke arranged for — '” 

"Stop,” said Fatker. "Don't go on. Even I can't stand 
it.” 

"Wky? " said Timotky. “I was just getting interested.” 

I folded tke pampklet up. "Do tkey rea llyk ave tkese 
tkings?” 

"Let's not talk any more akout it, " said Fatker, kis 
kand over kis eyes. "It was a mad tkougkt — " 

"Not so mad,” I said, glancing at Tim. "I mean, keck, 
even if tkey tried, wkatever tkey kuilt, couldn't ke worse 
tkan Aunt Cl ara, kuk?” 

And tken we all roared. We kadn't laugked in montks. 
And now my simple words made everyone koot and kowl 
and explode. I opened my moutk and yelled kappily, too. 

Wken we stopped laugking, we looked at tke pam- 
pklet and I said, “Well?” 
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"I — ” Agatka scowled, not ready. 

"We do need sometking, kad, rigkt now,” said Timotky. 

"I kave an open mind,” I said, in my kest pontikcal^^ style. 

" Tkere 's only one tking,” said Agatka. "We can try 
it. Sure.” 

"But — tell me tkis — wken do we cut out all tkis talk 
and wken does our real motker come kome to stay? 

Tkere was a single gasp from tke family as if, witk 
one skot, ske kad struck us all in tke keart. 

I don't tkink any of us stopped crying tke rest of 
tkat nigkt. 

It was a clear krigkt day. Tke kelicopter tossed us 
ligktly up and over and down tkrougk tke skyscrapers and 
let us out, almost for a trot and caper, on top of tke Luild- 
ing wkere tke large letters could ke read from tke sky: 

FANTOCCINI. 

"Wkat are Fantoccini?” sai d Agatka. 

"It's an Italian word for skadow puppets, I tkink, or 
dream people, " sai d Fatk er. 

"But skadow fortk, wkat does tkat mean?” 

"WE TRY TO GUESS YOUR DREAM,” I said. 

"Bravo, " said Fatker. "A-plus. 

I keamed. 

Tke kelicopter flapped a lot of loud skadows over us 
and went away. 

We sank down in an elevator as our stomacks sank 
up. We stepped out onto a moving carpet tkat streamed 
away on a klue river of wool toward a desk over wkick 
various signs kung; 

THE CLOCK SHOP 

Fantoccini Our Specialty. 

Rabbits on walls no problem. 

"Rakkits on walls?” 

I keld up my fingers in profile as iflkeldtk em kef ore 
a candle flame, and wiggled tke "ears.” 

"Here's a ra kkit, kere's a wolf, kere's a crocodile.” 

"Of course,” said Agatka. 

And we were at tke desk. Quiet music drifted akout 
us. So me wkere kekind tke wa Us, tk ere was a waterfall of 
mackinery flowing softly. As we arrived at tke des k, tke 
ligkting ckanged to make us look warmer, kappier, tkougk 
we were still cold. 

All akout us in nickes^^ and cases, and kung from ceil- 
ings on wires and strings were puppets and marionettes, 
and Balinese kite—k amkoo—translucent dolls wkick, keld 
to tke moonligkt migkt acrokat your most secret nigkt- 
mares or dreams. In passing, tke kreeze set up ky our 
kodies stirred tke various kung souls on tkeir gikkets.^^ 
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It was like an immense lyncking^^ on a koliJay at some 
Englisk crossroads four kundred years kefore. 

You see? I know my kistory. 

Agatka kl inked akout witk diskelief and tken some 
touck of awe and finally disgust. 

“Well, if tkat’ s wkat tkey are, let's go.” 

“Tusk,” said Fatker. 

” ske protested, “you gave me one of tkose dumb 
tkings witk strings two years ago and tke strings were in 
a zillion knots ky dinnertime. I tkrew tke wkole tking out 
tke window.” 

“Patience,” said Fatker. 

skall see wkat we can do to eliminate tke strings.” 
Tke man kekind tke desk kad spoken. 

We all turned to give kim our regard. 

Ratk er like a funeral— parlor man, ke kad tke clever- 
ness not to smile. Ckildren are put off ky older people 
wko smile too muck. Tkey smell a catck, ri gkt off. 

Unsmiling, kut not gloomy or pontifical, tke man 
said, “Guido Fantoccini, at your service. Here's kow we 
do it. Miss Agatka Simmons, aged eleven. " 

Now tkere was a really fine touck. 

Hek new tkat Agatka was only ten. Add a year to tkat, 
and you're kalfway kome. Agatka grew an inck. Tke man 
went on: 

“Tkere.” 

And ke placed a golden key in Agatka's kand. 

“To wind tkem up instead of strings? " 

“To wind tkem up.' ’ Tke man nodded. 

“Pskaw!” said Agatka. 

Wkick was ker polite form of “rakkit pellets. 

“God's trutk. Here is tke key to your Do— it— Yourself, 
Select O nly tke Best, Electrical Grandmotker. Every 
morning you wind ker up. Every nigkt you let ker run 
down. You re in ckarge. You are guardian of tke Key. " 
He pressed tke okject in ker palm wkere ske looked 
at it suspiciously. 

I watcked kim. He gave me a side wink wkick said, 
well, no.. .kut aren't keys fun? 

I winked kack kefore ske lifted ker kead. 

“Wkere does tkis fit?” 

"You’ll see wken tke time comes. In tke mi ddle of k er 
stomack, perkaps, or up ker left nostril or in ker rigkt ear. ” 
Tkat was good for a smile as tke man arose. 

"Tkis way, please. Step kgkt. Onto tke moving stream. 
\(4lk on tke water, please. Yes. Tkere.” 

He kelped to float us. We stepped from rug tkat was 
forever frozen onto rug tkat wkispered ky. 

It was a most agreeakle river wkick floated us along 
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on a green spread of carpeting tkat rolled forever 
tkrougk kails and into wonderfully secret dim caverns 
wkere voices eckoed kack our own kreatking or sang like 
Oracles to our questions. 

“Listen,” said tke salesman, “tke voices of all kinds 
of women. Wait and find just tke ri gkt one. . . ! ' 

And listen we did, to all tke kigk, low, soft, loud, in- 
ketween, kalf-scolding, kalf-affectionate voices saved 
over from times kefore we were korn. 

And kekind us, Agatka tread kackward, always kgkt- 
ing tke river, never catcking up, never witk us, kolding 
off. 

“Speak,” said tke salesman, "Yell.” 

And speak and yell we did. 

“Hello. You tkere! Tkis is Timotky, ki! " 

“Wkat skall I say!” I skouted. “Help!” 

Agatka walked kackward, moutk tigkt. 

Fatk er took ker kand. Ske cried out. 

“Let go! No, no! I won't kave my voice used! I 
won't!” 

“Excellent.” Tke salesman toucked tkree dials on a 
small mackine ke keld in kis kand. 

On tke side of tke small mackine we saw tkree oscil- 
lograpk^^ patterns mix, klend, and repeat our cries. 

Tke salesman toucked anotker dial and we keard our 
voices fly off amidst tke Delpkic caves^^ to kang upside 
down, to cluster, to keat words all akout, to skriek, and 
tke salesman itcked anotker knok to add, perkaps, a touck 
of tkis or a pinck of tkat, a kreatk of motker's voice, all 
unkeknownst, or a splice of fatker's outrage at tke morn- 
ing's paper or kis peaceakle one-drink voice at dusk. Wkat- 
ever it was tke salesman did, wkispers danced all akout 
us like frantic vinegar gnats, fizzed ky ligktning, settling 
round until at last a final switck was pusked and a voice 
spoke free of a far electronic deep: 

“Nefertiti,” it said. 

Timotky froze. I froze. Agatka stopped treading water. 

“Nefertiti? " asked Tim. 

“Wkat does tkat mean?” demanded Agatka. 

“I know.” 

Tke salesman nodded me to tell. 

“Nefertiti,” I wkispered, “is Egyptian for Tke Beau- 
tiful One Is Here.” 

“Tke Beautiful O ne Is Here,” repeated Timotky. 

“Nefer,” said Agatka, “titi.” 

And we all turned to stare into tkat soft twiligkt, tkat 
deep far place from wkick tke good warm soft voice came. 

And ske was indeed tkere. 

And, ky ker voice, ske was keautiful... 
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Tkat was it. 

Tkat was, at least, tke most of it. 

Tke voice seemed more important tkan all tke rest. 

Not tkat we didn’t argue akout weigkts and measures: 

Ske skould not ke kony to cut us to tke quick, nor 
so fat we migkt sink out of sigkt wken ske squeezed us. 

Her kand pressed to ours, or krusking our krow in 
tke middle of sick-fever nigkts, must not ke markle-cold, 
dreadful, or oven- kot, oppressive, Lut somewkere ketween. 
Tke nice temperature of a kaky-ckick keld in tke kand 
after a long nigkt’s sleep and just plucked from keneatk 
a contemplative ken; tkat, tkat was it. 

Ok, we were great ones for detail. We fougkt and 
argued and cried, and Timotky won on tke color ofk er 
eyes, for reasons to ke known later. 

Grandmotker’s kair? Agatka, witk girl’s ideas, tkougk 
reluctantly given, ske was in ckarge of tkat. We let ker 
ckoose from a tkousand karp strands kung in fdamentary 
tapestries^^ like varieties of rain we ran amongst. Agatka 
did not run kappily, kut seeing we koys would mess tkings 
in tangles, ske told us to move aside. 

And so tke kargain skopping tkrougk tke dime-store 
inventories and tke Tiffany extensions of tke Ben Frankl in 
Electric Storm Mackine and Fantoccini Pantomime 
Company was done. 

And tke always flowing river ran its tide to an end and 
deposited us all on a far skore in tke late day. . . 

It was very clever of tke Fantoccini people, after tkat. 
How? 

Tkey made us wait. 

Tkey knew we were not won over. Not completely, 
no, nor kalf completely. 

Especially Agatka, wko turned ker face to ker wall 
and saw sorrow tkere and put ker kand out again and 
again to touck it. We found ker fingernail marks on tke 
wallpaper eack morning, in strange little silkouettes, kalf 
keauty, kalf nigktmare. Some could ke erased witk a 
kreatk, like ice flowers on a winter pane. Some could 
not ke rukked out witk a waskclotk, no matter kow kard 
you tried. 

And meanwkile, tkey made us wait. 

So we fretted out June. 

So we sat around July. 

So we groused’^ tkrougk August and tken on August 
29, I kave tkis feeling,” said Timotky, and we all went 
out after kreakfast to sit on tke lawn. 

Perkaps we kad smelled sometking on Fatker’s con- 
versation tke previous nigkt, or caugkt some special furtive 
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glance at tke sky or tke freeway rapped kriefly and tken 
lost in kis gaze. Or perkaps it was merely tke way tke 
wind klew tke gkost curtains out over our keds, making 
pale messages all ni gkt. 

For suddenly tkere we were in tke middle of tke grass, 
Timotky and I, witk Agatka, pretending no curiosity, up 
on tke porck, kidden kekind tke potted geraniums. 

We gave ker no notice. We knew tkat if we acknowl- 
edged ker presence, ske would flee, so we sat and watcked 
tke sky wkere notking moved kut kirds an d kigkfl own 
jets, and watcked tke freeway wkere a tkousand cars mi gkt 
suddenly deliver fortk our Special Gift. . .kut. . .notking. 

At noon we ckewed grass and lay low . . . 

At one o’clock, Timotky klinked kis eyes. 

And tken, witk incredikle precision, it kappened. 

It was as if tke Fantoccini people knew our surface 
tension. 

All ckildren are water-striders.^^ We skate along tke 
top skin of tke pond eack day, always tkreatening to 
kreak tkrougk, sink, vanisk keyond recall, into ourselves. 

Well, as if knowing our long wait must aksolutely end 
wi tkin one minute! tkis second! no more, God, forget it! 

At tkat instant, I repeat, tke clouds akove our kouse 
opened wide and let fortk a kelicopter like Apollo driving 
kis ckariot across mytkological skies. 

And tke Apollo mackine swam down on its own sum- 
mer kreeze, wafting kot winds to cool, reweaving our kair, 
smartening our eyekrows, applauding our pant legs against 
our skins, making a flag of Agatka s kair on tke porck and 
tkus settled like a vast frenzied kikiscus on our lawn, tke 
kelicopter slid wide a kottom drawer and deposited upon 
tke grass a parcel of largisk size, no sooner kaving laid 
same tken tke vekicle, witk not so muck as a god kless 
or farewell, sank straigkt up, disturked tke calm air witk 
a mad ten tkousand flouriskes and tken, like a skykorne 
dervisk,^^ tilted and fell off to ke mad some otker place. 

Timotky and I stood riven for a long moment look- 
ing at tke packing case, and tken we saw tke crowkar 
taped to tke top of tke raw pine lid and seized it and 
kegan to pry and creak and squeal tke koards off, one ky 
one, and as we did tkis I saw Agatka sneak up to watck 
and I tkougkt, tkank you, God, tkank you tkat Agatka 
never saw a coffin, wken Motker went away, no kox, no 
cemetery, no eartk, just words in a kig ckurck, no kox, 
no kox like tkis...! ” 

Tke last pine plank fell away. 

Timotky and I gasped. Agatka, ketween us now, 
gasped, too. 

For inside tke immense raw pine package was tke 
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most Leautiful idea anyone ever dreamt an dt uilt. 

Inside was tke perfect gift for any ckild from seven 
to seventy. 

stopped up our Lreatks. We let tkem out in cries 
of deligkt and adoration. 

Inside tke opened kox was. . . 

A mummy. 

Or, first anyway, a mummy case, a sarcopkagus! 

“Ok, no!” Happy tears filled Timotky's eyes. 

“It can’t ke!” said Agatka. 

“It is, it is!” 

“Our very own?” 

E “Ours!” 

N “It must ke a mistake!” 

^ “Sure, tkey’ll want it kack!” 

P “Tkey can’t kave it!” 

“Lord, Lord, is tkat real gold!? Real kieroglypks! Run 
your fingers over tkem!” 

“Let me!” 

“Just like in tke museums! Museums! ” 

all gakkled at once. I tkink some tears fell from 
^ my own eyes to rain upon tke case. 

“Ok, tkey ’ll make tke colors run! ” 

Agatka wiped tke rain away. 

And tke golden mask face of tke woman carved on 
tke sarcopkagus lid looked kack at us witk just tke mer- 
est smile wkick kinted at our own joy, wkick accepted tke 
overwkelming upsurge of a love we tkougkt kad drowned 
forever kut now surfaced into tke sun. 

Not only did ske kave a sun-metal face stamped and 
keaten out of purest gold, witk delicate nostrils and a 
moutk tkat was kotk firm and gentle, kut ker eyes, fixed 
into tkeir sockets, were cerulean or ametkystine or lapis 
lazuli,^ or all tkree, minted and fused togetker, and ker 
kody was covered over witk lions and eyes and ravens, and 
ker kands were crossed upon ker carved kosom and in one 
gold mitten ske clencked a tkonged wkip for oted ience, 
and in tke otker a fantastic ranuncula^^ wkick makes for 
okedience out of love, so tke wkip lies unused... 

And as our eyes ran down ker kieroglypks it came to 
all tkree of us at tke same instant: 

“Wky, tkose signs!” “^s, tke ken tracks!” “Tke kirds, 
tke snakes!” 

Tkey didn’t speak tales of tke Past. 

Tkey were kieroglypks of tke Future. 

Tkis was tke first queen mummy delivered fortk in 
all time wkose papyrus int ings etcked out tke next montk, 
tke next season, tke next year, tke next lifetime! 

Ske did not mourn for time spent. 
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No. Ske celekrated tke krigkt coinage yet to come, 
kanked, waiting, ready to ke drawn upon and used. 

We sank to our knees to worskip tkat possikle time. 

First one kand, tken anotker, proked out to niggle, 
twitck, touck, itck over tke signs. 

“Tkere’s me, yes, look! Me, in sixtk grade!” said 
Agatka, now in tke kftk. “See tke girl witk my-colored 
kair and wearing my gingerkread suit?” 

“Tk ere’s me in tke twelftk year of kigk sckool!” said 
Timotky, so very young now kut ku ild ing taller stilts every 
week and stalking around tke yard. 

“Tkere’s me,” I said, quietly, warm, “in college. Tke 
guy wearing glasses wko runs a little to fat.^ Sure. Heck.” 
I snorted. “Tkat’s me.” 

Tke sarcopkagus spelled winters akead, springs to 
squander, autumns to spend witk all tke golden and rusty 
and copper leaves like coins, and over a U,k er krigkt sun 
symkol, daugkter-of-Ra eternal face, forever akove our 
korizon, forever an illumination to tilt our skadows to 
ketter ends. 

“Hey! ” we all said at once, kaving read and reread our 
Fortune-Told scrikklings, seeing our lifelines and love- 
lines, inadmissikle, serpentined over, around, and down. 
“Hey!” 

And in one seance takle-lifting feat,^^ not telling eack 
otker wkat to do, just doing it, we pried up tke krigkt sar- 
copkagus lid, wkick kad no kinges kut lifted out like cup 
from cup, and put tke lid aside. 

And witkin tke sarcopkagus, of course, was tke true 
mummy! 

And ske was like tke image carved on tke lid, kut 
more so, more keautiful, more toucking kecause kuman 
skaped, and skrouded^^ all in new fresk kandages of linen, 
round and round, instead of old and dusty cerements.^^ 

And upon ker kidden face was an identical golden 
mask younger tkan tke first, kut somekow, strangely wiser 
tkan tke first. 

And tke linens tkat tetk ered^^ ker limks kad symkols 
on tkem of tkree sorts, one a girl of ten, one a koy of 
nine, one a koy of tkirteen. 

A series of kandages for eack of us! 

We gave eack otker a startled glance and a sudden 
kark of laugkter. 

Nokody said tke kad joke, kut all tkougkt: 

Ske’s all wrapped up in us! 

And we didn’t care. loved tke joke, loved wko- 
ever kad tkougkt to make us part of tke ceremony we 
now went tkrougk as eack of us seized and kegan to un- 
win^^^k of kis or ker particular serpent ines^^^ of deli- 
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cious stuffs! 

Tke lawn was soon a mountain of linen. 

Tke woman keneatk tke covering lay tkere, waiting, 
ok, no, cried Agatka. *'Ske's dead, too!” 

Ske ran. I stopped ker. “idiot. Ske^s not dead or 
alive. Wkere's tke key? 

“Key?” 

“Dummy,” said Tim, “tke key tke man gave you to 
wind ker up!” 

Her kand kad already spidered^’ along ker klouse to 
wkere tke symkol of some possible new religion kung. Ske 
kad strung it tkere, against ker own skeptic's muttering 
and now ske keld it in ker sweaty palm. 

“Go on,” said Timotky. “Put it in!” 

“But wkere?” 

“Ok for God s sake ! As tke man said in ker rigkt 
armpit or left ear. Gimme!” 

And ke grabbed tke key and impulsively moaning 
witk impatience and not able to fin d tke proper insertion 
slot, prowled over tke prone figure's kead and bosom and 
at last, on pure instinct, perkaps for a lark, perkaps just 
giving up tke wkole damned mess, tkrust tke key tkrougk 
a final skroud of bandage at tke navel. 

On tke instant: spunnng! 

Tke Electrical Grandmotker's eyes flicked wide! 
Sometking began to kum and wkir. It was as if Tim 
kad stirred up a kive of kornets witk an ornery stick 

“Ok,” gasped Agatka, seeing ke kad taken tke game 
away, “let me!” 

ske wrencked tke key. 

Grandma's nostrds flared! Ske migkt snort up steam, 
snuff out fire! 

“Me!” I cried, and grabbed tke key and gave it a 
kuge. . .twist! 

Tke beautiful woman's moutk popped wide. 

“Me!" 

“Me!” 

“Me!” 

Grandma suddenly sat up. 
leapt back. 

We knew we kad, in a way, slapped ker alive, 
ske was born, ske was born! 

Her kead swiveled all about. Ske gaped. Ske moutked. 
And tke first tking ske said was: 

Laugkter. 

wkere one moment we kad bac ked off, now tke mad 
sound drew us near to peer as in a pit wkere crazy folk 
are kept witk snakes to make tkem well. 

It was a good laugk, full and rick and kearty, and it 
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did not mock, it accepted. It said tke world was a wild 
place, strange, unbelievable, absurd if you wisked, but all 
in all, quite a place. Ske would not dream to find anotk- 
er. ske would not ask to go Lack to sleep. 

Ske was awake now. We kad awakened ker. Witk a 
glad skout, ske would go witk it all. 

And go ske did, out of ker sarcopkagus, out of ker 
winding skeet, stepping fortk, brusking off, looking around 
as for a mirror. Ske found it. 

Tk e reflections in our eyes. 

ske was more pleased tkan disconcerted^^ witk wkat 
ske found tkere. Her lau gkt er faded to an amused smile. 

For Agatka, at tke instant of birtk, kad leapt to kide 
on tke porck. 

Tke Electrical Person pretended not to notice. 

ske turned slowly on tke green lawn near tke skady 
street, gazing all about witk new eyes, ker nostrils mov- 
ing as if ske breatked tke actual air and tkis tke first 
morn of tke lovely Garden and ske witk no intention of 
spoiling tke game by biting tke apple... 

Her gaze kxed upon my brotker. 

“You must be — ?” 

“‘Timotky. Tim. " ke offered. 

“And you must be — ? " 

“Tom, " I said. 

How clever again of tke Fantoccini Company. Tkey 
knew. ske knew. But tkey kad taugkt ker to pretend not 
to know. Tkat way we could feel great, we were tke teack- 
ers, telling ker wkat ske already knew! How sly, kow wise. 

“And isn't tkere anotker boy?” said tke woman. 

“Girl!” a disgusted voice cried from somewkere on 
tke porck. 

“Wkose name is Alicia — ? " 

“Agatka!” Tke far voice, started in kumiliation, ended 
in proper anger. 

“Algernon, of course.” 

“Agatka!” Our sister popped up, popped back to kide 
a flusked face. 

“Agatka.” Tke woman toucked tke word witk proper 
affection. 

“^(^11, Agatka, Timotky, Tkomas, let me look at you. " 

“No,” said I, said Tim, “Let us look at you. Hey...” 

Our voices slid back in our tkroats. 

Wed rew near ker. 

We walked in great slow circles round about, skirt- 
ing tke edges of ker territory. And ker territory extend- 
ed as far as we could kear tke kum of tke warm summer 
kive. For tkat is exactly wkat ske sounded like. Tkat was 
ker ckaracteristic tune. Ske made a sound like a season 
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all to kerself; a morning early in June wken tke world 
wakes to find everytking aksolutely perfect, fine, deli- 
cately attuned, all in kalance, notking disproportioned. 
Even kefore you opened your eyes you knew it would ke 
one of tkose days. Tell tke sky wkat color it must ke, and 
it was indeed. Tell tke sun kow to crocket^ its way, pick 
and ckoose among leaves to lay out carpetings of krigkt 
and dark on tke fresk lawn, and pick and lay it did. Tke 
kees kave keen up earliest of all, tkey kave already come 
and gone, and come and gone again to tke meadow 
fields and returned all golden fuzz on tke air, all poll en- 
decorated, epaulettes^^ at tke full, nectar-dripping. Don't 
you kear tkem pass? kover? dance tkeir language? telling 
wkere all tke sweet gums are, tke syrups tkat make kears 
frolic and lumker in kulked ecstasies, tkat make koys 
squirm witk unpronounced juices, tkat make girls leap 
out of keds to catck from tke corners of tkeir eyes tkeir 
dolpkin selves naked aflask on tke warm air poised for- 
ever in one eternal glass wave. 

So it seemed witk our electrical friend kere on tke 
new lawn in tke middle of a special day. 

And ske a stuff to wkick we were drawn, lured, spelled, 
doing our dance, rememkering wkat coiJd not ke remem- 
kered, needful, aware of ker attentions. 

Timotky and I, Tom, tkat is. 

Agatka remained on tke porck. 

But ker kead flowered akove tke rail, ker eyes fol- 
lowed all tkat was done and said. 

And wkat was said and done was Tun at last exkakng: 
Hey. . .your eyes. . . " 

Her eyes. Her splendid eyes. 

Even more splendid tkan tke lapis lazuli on tke sar- 
copkagus lid and on tke mask tkat kad covered ker kan- 
daged face. Tkese most keautiful eyes in tke world 
looked out upon us calmly, skining. 

Tour eyes, gasped Tim, ‘are tke same color, are 
like-” 

Like wkat?” 

“My favorite aggies. . . 
wkat could ke ketter tkan tkat?” ske said. 

And tke answer was, notking. 

Her eyes slid along on tke krigkt air to krusk my 
ears, my nose, my ckin. And you. Master Tom?” 

“Me?" 

How skall we ke friends? We must, you know, if 
we re going to knock elkows akout tke kouse tke next 
year ...” 

I... I said, and stopped. 

“You,” said Grandma, “are a dog mad to kark kut 



witk taffy in kis teetk. Have you ever given a dog taffy? 
It's so sad and funny, kotk. You laugk kut kate yourself 
for laugking. You cry and run to kelp, and laugk again 
wken kis first new kark comes out.” 

I karked a small laugk rememkering a dog, a day, 
and some taffy. 

Grandma turned, and tkere was my old kite strewn 
on tke lawn. Ske recognized its proklem. 

"Tke string’s kroken. No. Tke kail of string’s lost. 
You cant fly a kite tkat way. Here.” 

ske kent. did n't know wkat mi gkt kappen. How 
could a rokot grandma fly a kite for us? Ske raised up, 
tke kite in ker kands. 

“Fly,” ske said, as to a kird. 

And tke kite fl ew. 

Tkat is to say, witk a grand flourisk, ske let it up on 
tke wind. 

And ske and tke kite were one. 

For fr om tke tip of ker index finger tkere sprang a 
tkin krigkt strand of spider wek, all kalf-invisikle gos- 
samer^^ kskline wkick, fixed to tke kite, let it soar a 
kundred, no, tkree kundred, no, a tkousand feet kigk on 
tke summer swoons. 

Timotky skouted. Agatka, torn ketween coming and 
going, let out a cry from tke porck. And I, in all my matu- 
rity of tkirteen years, tkougk I tried not to look impressed, 
grew taller, taller, and felt a similar cry kurst out my lungs, 
and kurst it did. I gakkled and yelled lots of tkings akout 
kow I wisked I kad a finger from wkick, on a kokkin, I 
migkt tkread tke sky, tke clouds, a wild kite all in one. 

“if you tkink tkat is Kigli,’’ said tke Electric Creat- 
ure, “watck tkis!” 

Witk a kiss, a wkistle, a kum, tke fiskline sung out. 
Tke kite sank up anotker tkousand feet. And again anotk- 
er tkousand, until at last it was a speck of red confetti 
dancing on tke very winds tkat took jets around tke world 
or ckanged tke weatker in tke next existence... 

“It can't ke!” I cried. 

It is. ske calmly watcked ker finger unravel its 
massive stuffs. I make it as I need it. Liquid inside, like 
a spider. Hardens wken it kits tke air, instant tkread ...” 
And wken tke kite was no more tkan a specule,^^ a 
vanisking mote*^^ on tke peripkeral vision'^' of tke gods, 
to quote from older wisemen, wky tken Grandma, witk- 
out turning, witkout looking, witkout letting ker gaze 
offend ky toucking, said: 

“And, Akigail — ?” 

Agatka!” was tke skarp response. 

O wise woman, to overcome witk swift small angers. 
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“Agatka,” saiJ GranJma, not too tenderly, not too 
ligktly, somewkere poised ketween, "and kow skall we 
make do?” 

Ske kroke tke tkread and wrapped it akout my kst 
tkree times so I was tetkered to keaven ky tke longest, I 
repeat, longest kite string in tke entire kistory of tke 
world! \ifkit till I skow my friends ! I tkougkt. G reen!"^^ 
Sour apple green is tke color tkeyll turn! 

“Agatka?” 

“No way!” said Agatka. 

“No way,” said an ecko. 

“Tkere must ke some — ’ 

“Well never ke friends!” said Agatka. 

“Never ke friends,” said tke ecko. 

Timotky and I jerked. Wkere was tke ecko coming 
from? Even Agatka, surprised, skowed ker eyekrows akove 
tke porck rail. 

Tken we looked and saw. 

Grandma was cupping ker kan ds like a seaskell and 
from witkin tkat skell tke ecko sounded. 

“Never. . .friends. . . 

And again faintly dying “Friends... 

We all kent to k ear. 

Tkat is we two koys kent to kear. 

“No!” cried Agatka. 

And ran in tke kouse and slammed tke doors. 

“Friends,” said tke ecko from tke seaskell kands. 
“No.” 

And far away, on tke skore of some inner sea, we 
keard a small door skut. 

And tkat was tke first day. 



And tkere was a second day, of course, and a tkird 
and a fourtk, witk Grandma wkeeling in a great circle, 
and we ker planets turning akout tke central li^kt, wi tk 
Agatka slowly, slowly coming in to join, to walk if not 
run witk us, to listen if not kear, to watck if not see, to 
itck if not touck. 

But at least ky tke end of tke first ten days, Agatka 
no longer fled, kut stood in nearky doors, or sat in dis- 
tant ckairs under trees, or if we went out for kikes, fol- 
lowed ten paces kekind. 

And G randma? ske merely waited. Ske never tried 
to urge or force. Ske went akout ker cooking and kak- 
ing apricot pies and left foods carelessly kere and tkere 
akout tke kouse on mousetrap plates for wi ggi e-nosed 
girls to sniff and snitck. An kour later, tke plates were 
empty, tke kuns or cakes gone and witkout tkank you's, 
tkere was Agatka sliding down tke kanister,"^^ a mustacke 
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of crumks on ker lip. 

As for Tim and me, we were always keing called up 
kills ky our Electric Grandma, and reacking tke top were 
called down tke otker side. 

And tke most peculiar and keautiful and strange and 
lovely tking was tke way ske seemed to give complete 
attention to all of us. 

Ske listened, ske really listened to all we said, ske knew 
and rememkered every syllakle, word, sentence, punctua- 
tion, tkougkt, and rambunctious^ idea. We knew tkat all 
our days were stored in ker, and tkat any time we felt we 
migkt want to know wkat we said at X kour at X second 
on X afternoon, we just named tkat X and witk amiable 
promptitude, in tke form of an aria^^ if we wisked, sung 
witk kumor, ske would deliver fortk X incident. 

Sometimes we were prompted to test ker. In tke mi dst 
of babbling one day witk kigk fevers about notking, I 
stopped. I fixed Grandma witk my eye and demanded: 
“Wkat did I just say?” 

“Ok, er — ” 

“Come on, spit it out! 

“I tkink — ” ske rummaged ker purse. “I kave it kere. 
From tke deeps of ker purse ske drew fo rtk an d k anded 
me: 

“Boy! A Ckinese fortune cookie! 

“Fresk baked, still warm, open it.” 

It was almost too kot to touck. I broke tke cookie 
skell and pressed tke warm curl of paper out to read: 

“ — bicycle Ckamp of tke wkole West! Wkat did I 
just say? Come on, spit it out!” 

My jaw dropped. 

“How did you do tkat?’ 

kave our little secrets. Tke only Ckinese fortune 
cookie tkat predicts tke Immediate Past. Have anotker? 

I cracked tke second skell and read: 

“'How did you do tkat? 

I popped tke messages and tke piping kot skells into 
my moutk and ckewed as we walked. 

“Well?” 

“You’re a great cook,” I said. 

And, laugking, we began to run. 

And tkat was anotker great tking. 

Ske could keep up. 

Never beat, never win a race, but pump rigkt along 
in good style, wkick a boy doesn’t mind. A girl akead of 
kim or beside kim is too muck to bear. But a girl one or 
two paces back is a respectful tking, and allowed. 

So Grandma and I kad some great runs, me in tke 
lead, and botk talking a mile a minute. . 
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But now I must tell you tke Lest part of Grandma. 

I migkt not kave known at all if Timotky kadn't taken 
some pictures, and if I kadn't taken some also, and tken 
compared. 

Wken I saw tke pkotograpks developed out of our 
instant Brownies, I sent Agatka, against ker wiskes, to 
pkotograpk Grandma a tkird time, unawares. 

Tk en I took tke tkree sets of pictures off alone, to 
keep counsel witk myself. I never told Timotky and Agatka 
w kat I found. I didn't want to spoil it. 

But, as I laid tke pictures out in my room, kere is 
wkat I tkougkt and said: 

E “Grandma, in eack picture, looks different!” 



“Different?” I asked myself. 
“Sure. ^^it. Just a sec — ” 

I rearranged tke pkotos. 
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“Here's one 


of Grandma near Agatka. And, in it, 


p 
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Grandma looks 1 


like. . .Agatka! 
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“And in tkis 


one, posed witk Timotky, ske looks like 


© 


Timotky!” 


F 


“And tkis last one. Holy Goll! Jogging along witk 



me, ske looks like ugly me!” 

I I sat down, stunned. Tke pictures fell to tke floor. 

I I kuncked over, scrakkling tkem, rearranging, tum- 

: ing upside down and sidewise. Yes. Holy GoU again, yes! 

O tkat clever Grandmotker. 

O tkose Fantoccini people-making people. 

Cl ever keyond clever, kuman keyond kuman, warm 
keyond warm, love keyond love... 

And wordless, I rose and went downstairs and found 
Agatka and Grandma in tke same room, doing algekra 
lessons in an almost peaceful communion. At least tkere 
was not outrigkt war. Grandma was still waiting for 
Agatka to come round. And no one knew wkat day of 
wkat year tkat would ke, or Low to make it come faster. 
Meanwkile — 

My entering tke room made Grandma turn. I watcked 
ker face slowly as it recognized me. And wasn't tkere tke 
merest ink-wask ckange of color in tkose eyes? Didn't 
tke tk in fdm of klood keneatk tke translucent skin, or 
wkatever liquid tkey put to pulse and keat in tke kumanoid 
forms, dd n't it flourisk itself sudden lyL ri gkt in ker ckeeks 
and moutk? I am somewkat ru ddy. Did n't Grandma suf- 
fuse kerself more to my color upon my arrival? And ker 
eyes? ^^tcking Agatka- Akigail-Algemon at work, kadn't 
tkey keen ker color of klue ratker tkan mine, wkick are 
deeper? 

More important tkan tkat, in tke moments as ske 
tallied witk me, saying, “Good evening,” and “How's your 
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komework, my lad? " and suck stuff, didn't tke kones of 
ker face skift suktly keneatk tke flesk to assume some 
fresk racia 1 attitude? 

For let's face it, our family is of tkree sorts. Agatka 
kas tke long korse kones of a small Englisk girl wko will 
grow to kunt foxes; Fatker's equine^^ stare, snort, 
stomp, and assemklage of skeleton. Tke s kull and teetk 
are pure Englisk, or as pure as tke motley"^^ isle's kistory 
allows. 

Timotky is sometking else, a touck of Italian from 
motker's side a generation Lack. Her family name was 
Mariano, so Tim kas tkat d ark tking firing kim, and a 
small kone structure, and eyes tkat will one day kurn 
ladies to tke ground. 

As for me, I am tke Slav, and we can only figure tkis 
from my paternal grandfatker's motker wko came from 
Vienna and krougkt a set of ckeekkones tkat flared, and 
temples from wkick you migkt dip wine, and a kind of 
steppeland tkrust of nose wkick sniffed more of Tartar 
tkan of Tartan,"^^ kiding kekind tke family name. 

So you see it kecame fascinating for me to watck 
and try to catck Grandma as ske performed ker ckanges, 
speaking to Agatka and melting ker ckeekkones to tke 
korse, speaking to Timotky and growing as delicate as a 
Florentine raven pecking glikly at tke air, speaking to me 
and fusing tke kidden plastic stuffs, so I felt Catkerine 
tke Great stood tkere kefore me. 

Now, Low tke Fantoccini people ackieved tkis rare 
and suktle transformation I skall never know, nor ask, 
nor wisk to find out. Enougk tkat in eack quiet motion, 
turning kere. Lending tkere, affixing ker gaze, ker secret 
segments, sections, tke akutmenT^ of ker nose, tke sculp- 
tured ckinkone, tke wax-tallow plastic metal forever 
warmed and was forever susceptible of loving ckange. Hers 
was a mask tkat was all mas k but only one face for one 
person at a time. So in crossing a room. Laving toucked 
one ckild, on tke way, keneatk tke skin, tke wondrous 
skift went on, and by tke time ske reacked tke next ckild, 
wky, true motker of tkat ckild ske was! Looking upon 
kim or ker out of tke battlements of tkeir own fine bones. 

And wken all tkree of us were present and ckattering 
at tke same time? ^^11, tk en, tke ckanges were miracu- 
lously soft, small, and mysterious. Notking so tremen- 
dous as to be caugkt and noted, save by tkis older boy, 
myself, wko, watcking, became elated and admiring and 
entranced. 

I kave never wisked to be bekind tke magician's scenes. 
Enougk tkat tke illusion works. Enougk tkat love is tke 
ckemical result. Enougk tkat ckeeks are rubbed to kappy 
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color, eyes sparked to illumination, arms opened to accept 
and softly kind and kold. . . 

All of US, tkat is, except Agatka wko refused to tke 
Litter last. 

* Agamemnon. . . ” 

It kad Lecome a jovial game now. Even Agatka didn't 
mind, kut pretended to mind. It gave ker a pleasant sense 
of superiority over a supposedly superior mackine. 
“Agamemnon!” ske snorted, “you are a d...” 
“Dumk?” said Grandma. 

“I wouldn't say tkat. " 

“Tk ink it, tken, my dear Agonistes Agatka...! am 
quite flawed, and on names my flaws are reveale d. Tom 
tkere, is Tim kalf tke time. Timotky is Tokias or Timulty 
as likely as not...” 

Agatka laugked. Wkick made Grandma make one of 
ker rare mistakes. Ske put out ker kand to give my sis- 
ter tke merest pat. Agatka-Akig ail -Alice leapt to ker feet. 

Agatka-Agamemnon-Alcikiades-Allegra-Alexandra- 
Allison witkdrew swiftly to ker room. 

“I suspect, " said Timotky, later, “kecause ske is kegin- 
ning to like Grandma.” 

“Tosk,” said I. 

“Wkere do you pick up wor ds like Tosk? " 
“Grandma read me some Dickens last ni gkt. ‘Tosk.' 
‘Humkug.' ‘Balderdask.' ‘Blast.’ ‘D evil take you. ’You’ re 
pretty smart for your age, Tim.” 

“Smart, keck. It's okvious, tke more Agatka likes 
Grandma, tke more ske kates kerself for liking ker, tke 
more afraid ske gets of tke wkole mess, tke more ske 
kates Grandma in tke end. " 

“Can one love someone so muck you kate tk em? " 
“Dumk. of course. " 

“It is sticking your neck out, sure. I guess you kate 
people wken tkey make you feel naked, I mean sort of 
on tke spot or out in tke open. Tkat's tke way to play 
tke game, of course. I mean, you don't just love people 
you must LOVE tkem witk exclamation points.” 

“You're pretty smart, yourself, for someone so stu- 
pid,” said Tim. 

“Many tkanks.” 

And I went to watck Grandma move slowly Lack into 
ker kattle of wits and stratagems witk wkat's-ker-name. . . 
Wkat dinners tkere were at our kouse! 

Dinners, keck; wkat lunckes, wkat kreakfasts! 
Always sometking new, yet, wisely, it looked or seemed 
old and familiar. were never asked, for if you ask 
ckildren wkat tkey want, tkey do not know, and if you 
teU wliat’s to te delivered, tkey reject delivery. All parents 
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know tkis. It is a quiet war tkat must ke won eack day. And 
Grandma knew kow to win witkout looking triumpkant. 

“Here's Mystery Breakfast Numker Nine,” ske would 
say, placing it down. “Perfectly dreadful, not wortk kotk- 
ering witk, it made me want to tkrow up wkile I was cook- 
ing it!” 

Even wkile wondering kow a rokot could ke sick, we 
could kardly wait to skovel it down. 

“Here's Akominakle Lunck Numker Seventy-seven, ' 
ske announced. “Made from plastic food Lags, parsley, and 
gum from under tkeatre seats. Brusk your teetk after or 
you 'll taste tke poison all aft ernoon.” 

We fougkt eack otker for more. 

Even Akigail-Agamemnon-Agatka drew near and cir- 
cled round tke takle at suck times, wkile Fatker put on 
tke ten pounds ke needed and pinkened out kis ckeeks. 

wken A. A. Agatka did not come to meals, tkey were 
leftkyk er door witk a skull and crosskones on a sma 11 flag 
stuck in a kaked apple. One minute tke tray was akan- 
doned, tke next minute gone. 

Otker times Akigail A. Agatka would kird^° tkrougk 
during dinner, snatck crumks from ker plate and kird off. 

“Agatka!” Fatker would cry. 

“No, wait,” Grandma said, quietly. “Ske 'll come, ske'll 
sit. It's a matter of time. " 

“Wkat's wrong witk ker?” I asked. 

“Yeak, f or cri-yi,®' she’s nuts, ” said Timothy. 

"No, she’s afraid,” said Grandma. 

“Of you? " I said, klinking. 

“Not of me so muck as wkat I mi ght do,” she said. 

“You wouldn't do anytking to kurt ker.” 

“No, kut ske tk inks I migkt. We must wait for ker 
to find tkat ker fears kave no foundation, if I fail, well, 
I will send myself to tke skowers^^ and rust quietly.” 

Tkere was a titter of lau ght er. Agatka was kiding in 
tke kail. 

Grandma knisked serving everyone and tken sat at 
tke otker side of tke takle facing Fatker and pretended 
to eat. I never found out, I never asked, I never wanted to 
know, wkat ske did witk tke food. Ske was a sorcerer. It 
simply vanisked. 

And in tke vanisking, Fatker made comment: 

“Tkis food. I've kad it kefore. In a small Frenck res- 
taurant over near Les Deux Magots in Paris, twenty, ok, 
twenty-five years ago!?' His eyes krimmed witk tears, 
suddenly. 

“How do you do it?” he asked, at last, putting down 
tke cutlery, and looking across tke takle at tkis remark- 
akle creature, tkis device, tkis w kat? Woman? 
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Grandma took kis regard, and ours, and keld tkem 
simply in ker now empty kands, as gifts, and just as gently 
replied: 

“I am given tkings wkick I tken give to you. I don't 
know tkat I give, kut tke giving goes on. You ask wkat I 
am? Wky, a mackine. But even in tkat answer we know, 
don't we, more tkan a mackine. I am aU tke people wko 
tkougkt of me and planned me and kuilt me and set me 
running. So I am people. I am all tke tkings tkey wanted 
to ke and perkaps could not ke, so tkey kuilt a great ckild, 
a wondrous toy to represent tkose tkings." 

Strange, said Fatker. ^^Wken I was growing up, tkere 
was a kuge outcry at mackines. Mackines were kad, evil, 
tkey mi gkt dek umanize — " 

Some mackines do. It’s all in tke way tkey are kudt. 
It’s all in tke way tkey are used. A kear trap is a simple 
mackine tkat catckes and kolds and tears. A rifle is a 
mackine tkat wounds and kills, ^ffell, I am no kear trap. 
I am no rifle. I am a grandmotker mackine, wkick means 
more tkan a mackine. " 

How can you ke more tkan wkat you seem? " 

"No man is as kig as kis own idea. It follows, tken, 
tkat any mackine tkat emkodies an idea is larger tkan 
tke man tkat made it. And wkat's so wrong witk tkat? " 
I got lost kack tkere akout a mile,” said Timotky. 
"Come again? " 

"Ok, dear,” said Grandma. "How I do kate pkilosopk- 
ical discussions and excursions into estketics. Let me put 
it tkis way. Men tkrow kuge skadows on tke lawn, don't 
tkey? Tken, all tkeir lives, tkey try to run to fit tke skad- 
ows. But tke skadows are always longer. Only at noon 
can a man fit kis own skoes, kis own kest suit, for a few 
krief minutes. But now we re in a new age wkere we can 
tkink up a Big idea and run it around in a mackine. Tkat 
makes tke mackine more tkan a mackine, doesn't it? " 

So far so good, " said Tim. "I guess. " 

“Well, isn't a motion-picture camera and projector 
more tkan a mackine? It's a tking tkat dreams, isn't it? 
Sometimes fine kappy dreams, sometimes nigktmares. 
But to call it a mackine and dismiss it is ridiculous. " 

"I see tkat!” said Tim, and laugked at seeing. 

"You must kave keen invented tken, " said Fatker, "ky 
someone wko loved mackines and kated people wko said 
all mackines were kad or evil. " 

“Exactly,” said Grandma. "Guido Fantoccini, tkat was 
kis real name, grew up among mackines. And ke coiJdn't 
stand tke clickes any more.” 

"Clickes?” 

"Tkose lies, yes, tkat people tell and pretend tkey are 
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trutks aksolute. Man will never fly. Tkat was a ckcke 
trutkf or a tkousand tkousand years wkick turned out to 
ke a lie only a few years ago. Tke eartk is flat, you'll fall 
off tke rim, dragons will dine on you; tke great lie told as 
fact, and Columkus plowed it under. Well, now, kow many 
times kave you keard kow inkuman mackines are, in your 
life? How many krigkt fine people kave you keard spout- 
ing tke same tired trutks wkick are in reality lies; all ma- 
ckines destroy, all mackines are cold, tkougktless, awful.” 
"Tkere’ s a seed of trutk tkere. But only a seed. Guido 
Fantoccini knew tkat. And knowing it, like most men of 
tkis kind, made kim mad. And ke could kave stayed mad 
and gone mad forever, kut instead did wkat ke kad to do; 
ke kegan to invent mackines to give tke lie to tke ancient 
lying trutk. 

"He k new tkat most mackines are amoral, neitker 
kad nor good. But ky tke way you kuilt and skaped tkem 
you in turn skaped men, women, and ckildren to ke kad 
or good. A car, for instance, dead krute, untkinking, an 
unprogrammed kulk, is tke greatest destroyer of souls in 
kistory. It makes koy-men greedy for power, destruction, 
and more destruction. It was never intended to do tkat. 
But tkat's kow it turned out. 

Grandma circled tke takle, refilling our glasses witk 
clear cold mineral spring water from tke tappet^^ in ker 
left forefinger. Meanwkile, you must use otker compen- 
sating mackines. Mackines tkat tkrow skadows on tke 
eartk tkat keckon you to run out and fit tkat wondrous 
casting-fortk. M.ackines tkat trim your soul in silkou- 
ette like a vast pair of keautiful skears, snipping away tke 
rude kramkles, tke dire korns and kooves to leave a finer 
profile. And for tkat you need examples.” 

"Examples?” I asked. 

"Otker people wko kekave well, and you imitate tkem. 
And if you act well enougk, long enougk all tke kair 
drop off and you're no longer a wicked 
Grandma sat again. 

"So, for tkousands of years, you kumans kave needed 
kings priests, pkilosopkers, fine examples to look up to 
and say 'Tkey are good, I wisk I could ke like tkem. Tkey 
set tke grand good style.' But, keing kuman, tke finest 
priests, tke tenderest pkilosopkers make mistakes, fall 
from grace, and mankind is disillusioned and adopts in- 
different skepticism or, worse, motionless cynicism and 
tke good world grinds to a kalt wkile evil moves on witk 
kuge strides.” 

And you, wky, you never make mistakes, you're per- 
fect, you're ketter tkan anyone ever!” 

It was a voice from tke kail ketween kitcken and din- 
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ing room wkere Agatka, we all knew, stood against tke 
wall listening and now kurst fortk. 

Grandma didn't even turn in tke direction of tke voice 
kut went on calmly addressing ker remarks to tke family 
at tke takle. 

**Not perfect, no, for wkat is perfection? But tkis I do 
know: keing meckanical, I cannot sin, cannot ke kriked, 
cannot ke greedy or jealous or mean or small. I do not rel- 
isk power for power's sake. Speed does not pull me to mad- 
ness. Sex does not run me rampant tkrou gk tke world. I 
kave time and more tkan time to collect tke information 
I need around and akout an ideal to keep it clean and wkole 
and intact. Name tke value you wisk, tell me tke ideal you 
want and I can see and collect and remember tke good tkat 
will b ene fit you all. Tell me kow you would like to be: kind, 
loving, considerate, well-balanced, kumane...and let me 
run akead on tke patk to explore tkose ways to be just 
tkat. In tke darkness akead, turn me as a lamp in all direc- 
tions. I can guide your feet.” 

^^So,” said Fatker, putting tke napkin to kis moutk, 
^‘on tke days wken all of us are busy making lies — " 

'Til tell tke trutk. " 

"On tke days wken we kate — " 

"I'll go on giving love, wkick means attention, wkick 
means knowing all about you, all, all, all about you, and 
you knowing tkat I know but tkat most of it I will never 
tell to anyone. It will stay a warm secret between us, so you 
will never fear my complete knowledge. ' 

And kere Grandma was busy clearing tke table, cir- 
cling, taking tke plates, studying eack face as ske passed, 
toucking Timotky 's ckeek, my skoulder witk ker free kand 
flowing along, ker voice a quiet river of certainty bedded in 
our needful kouse and lives. 

"But, " said Fatker, stopping ker, looking ker ri gkt 
in tke face. He gatkered kis breatk. His face skadowed. 
At last ke let it out. "All tkis talk of 1 ove and attention 
and stuff. Good God, woman, you, you're not in tkere! " 

He gestured to ker kead, ker face, ker eyes, tke kid- 
den sensory cells bekind tke eyes, tke miniaturized stor- 
age vaults and minimal keeps. 

"You're not in tkere!” 

Grandmotker waited one, two, tkree. silent beats. 

Tken ske repked: "No. But you are. You and Tkomas 
and Timothy an d Agatka. 

"Everytking you ever say, everytking you ever do, ru 
keep, put away, treasure. I skall be all tke tkings a fam- 
ily forgets it is, but senses, kalf -remembers. Better tkan 
tke old family albums you used to leaf tkrougk, saying 
kere's tkis winter, tkere's tkat spring, I skall recall w kat 
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you forget. And tkougk tke debate may run anotker kun- 
dred tkousand years: wkat is Love? perkaps we may 
fin d tkat love is tke ability of someone to give us back 
to us. Maybe love is someone seeing and remembering 
kanding us back to ourselves just a trifle better tkan we 
kad dared to kope or dream... 

"I am family memory and, one day perkaps, racial 
memory, too, but in tke round, and at your call. I do not 
know myself. I can neitker touck nor taste nor feel on any 
level. Yet I exist. And my existence means tke kei gkt en- 
ing of your ckance to touck and taste and feel. Isn't love 
in tkere somewkere in suck an exckange? ^(^11... ” 

Ske went on around tke table, clearing away, sorting 
and stacking, neitker grossly kumkle nor artkritic witk 
pride. 

"Wkat do I know? 

"Tkis, above all: tke trouble witk most families witk 
many ckildren is someone gets lost. Tkere isn't time, it 
seems, for everyone. I will give equally to all of you. 

I will skare out my knowledge and attention witk every- 
one. I wisk to be a great warm pie fresk from tke oven, 
witk equal skares to be taken by all. No one will starve. 
Look! someone cries, and I'll look. Listen! someone cries, 
and I kear. Run witk me on tke river patk! someone says, 
and I run. And at d usk I am not tired, nor irritable, so 
I do not scold out of some tired irritability. My eye stays 
clear, my voice strong, my kand firm, my attention con- 
stant.” 

"But,” said Fatker, kis voice fading, kalf convinced, 
but putting up a last faint argument, "you're not tkere. 
As for love — " 

"if paying attention is love, I am love. 

"if knowing is love, I am love. 

"If kel ping you not to fall into error and to be good 
is love, I am love. 

"And again, to repeat, tkere are four of you. Eack, in 
a way never possikle kefore in kistory, wi 11 get my com- 
plete attention. No matter if you all speak at once, I can 
ckannel and kear tkis one and tkat and tke otker, clearly. 
No one will go kungry. I will, if you please, and accept tke 
strange word, Tove' you all." 

"I don't accept!” sai d Agatka. 

And even Grandma turned now to see ker standing 
in tke door. 

"I won't give you permission, you can't, you mustn't!” 
said Agatka. "I won't let you! It's lies! You lie. No one 
loves me. Ske said ske did, but ske lied. Ske said but lied!” 

“Agatka!" cried Fatker, standing up. 

“Ske?” said Grandma. “Wko?” 
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“Motker!” came tke skriek. “Said: Love you! Lies! 
Love you! Lies! And you’re like k er ! You lie. But you’re 
empty, anyway, and so tkat’s a doukle lie! I kate ker. Now, 
I kate you!” 

Agatka spun akout and leapt down tke kail. 

Tke front door slammed wide. 

Fatker was in motion, kut Grandma toucked kis arm. 

' Let me. ” 

And ske walked and tken moved swiftly, gliding down 
tke kail and tken suddenly, easily, running, yes, running 
very fast, out tke door. 

It was a ckampion sprint ky tke time we all reacked 
E tke lawn, tke sidewalk, yeU ing. 

Blind, Agatk a ma de tke curk, wkeeling akout, see** 
^ ing us close, all of us yelling. Grandma way akead, skout** 

P ing, too, and Agatka off tke curk and out in tke street, 

0 kalfway to tke mi ddle, tk en tke mi ddle and suddenly a 

L car, wkick no one saw, erupting its krakes, its kom skriek- 

^ ing and Agatka flailing akout to see and Grandma tkere 

witk ker and kurling ker aside and down as tke car witk 
P fantastic energy and verve selected ker from our midst, 

^ struck our wonderful electric Guido Fantoccini**produced 

1 dream even wkde ske paced upon tke air and, kands up 

\ to ward off, almost in mild protest, still trying to decide 

^ wkat to say to tkis kestiaP"^ mackine, over and over ske 

spun and down and away even as tke car jolted to a kalt 
and I saw Agatka safe keyond and Grandma, it seemed, 
still coming down or down and sliding fifty yards away 
to strike and ricocket and lie strewn and all of us frozen in 
a line suddenly in tke midst of tke street witk one scream 
pulled out of all our tkroats at tke same raw instant. 

Tken silence and just Agatka lying on tke aspkalt, 
intact, getting ready to sok. 

And still we did not move, frozen on tke sill of deatk, 
afraid to venture in any direction, afraid to go see wkat 
lay keyond tke car and Agatka and so we kegan to wad 
and, I guess, pray to ourselves as Fatker stood amongst 
us: Ok, no, no, we mourned, ok no, God no, no... 

Agatka lifted ker already grief-stricken face and it 
was tke face of someone wko kas predicted dooms and 
lived to see and now did not want to see or live any more. 
As we watcked, ske turned ker gaze to tke tossed woman’s 
kody and tears fell from ker eyes. Ske skut tkem and cov- 
ered tkem and lay kack down forever to weep. . . 

I took a step and tken anotker step and tken five 
quick steps and ky tke time I reacked my sister ker kead 
was kuried deep and ker soks came lip out of a place so 
far down in ker I was afraid I could never find ker again, 
ske would never come out, no matter kow I pried or plead- 
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ed or promised or tkreatened or just plain said. And wkat 
little we could kear from Agatka kuried tkere in ker own 
misery, ske said over and over again, lamenting, wound- 
ed, certain of tke old tkreat known and named and now 
kere forever, "...like I said... told you. . .lies. . .lies. . . 
lies. . .all lies. . .like tke otker. . .otker. . . just like. . . just. . . 
just like tke otker. . .otker. . .otker. .. ! 

I was down on my knees kolding onto ker witk kotk 
kands, trying to put ker kack togetker even tkougk ske 
wasn’t kroken any way you could see kut just feel, kecause 
I knew it was no use going on to Grandma, no use at all, 
so I just toucked Agatka and gentled ker and wept wkile 
Fatker came up and stood over and knelt down witk me 
and it was like a prayer meeting in tke middle of tke street 
and lucky no more cars coming and I said, ckoking, 
"Otker wkat, Aig, otker wkat?” 

Agatka exploded two words. 

"Otker dead! ” 

"You mean Mom?” 

"O Mom, ” ske wailed, skivering, lying down, cuddling 
up like a kaky. "O Mom, dead, O Mom and now Grandma 
dead, ske promised always, always, to love, to love, prom- 
ised to ke different, promised, promised and now look, 
look. . .1 kate ker, I kate Mo m, I kate ker, I kate tk em!” 
“Of course,” said a voice. "It’s only natural. How 
foolisk of me not to kave known, not to kave seen.” 
And tke voice was so familiar we were all stricken, 
all jerked. 

Agatka squincked ker eyes, flicked tkem wide, klinked, 
and jerked kalf up, staring. 

"How silly of me,” said Grandma, standing tkere at 
tke edge of our circle, our prayer, our wake. 

"Grandma!” we all said. 

And ske stood tkere, tall er ky far tkan any of us in 
tkis moment of knee ling and kolding and crying out. 
could only stare up at ker in diskelief. 

"You’re dead! ” cried Agatka. "Tk e car — ” 

“Hit me, ” said Grandma, quietly. “Yes. And tkrew me 
in tke air and tumkled me over and for a few moments 
tkere was a severe concussion^^ of circuitries. I mi gilt k ave 
feared a disconnection, if fear is tke word. But tken I sat 
up and gave myself a skake and tke few molecules of paint, 
jarred loose on one printed patk or anotker, magnetized 
kack in position and resilient^^ creatmre tkat I am, unkreak- 
akletk ing tkat I am, kere I am.” 

"I tkougkt you were — ” said Agatka. 

"And only natural,* said Grandma. "I mean, anyone 
else, kit like tkat, tossed like tkat. But, O my dear Agatka, 
not me. And now I see wky you were afraid and never 
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trusted me. You didn^t know. And I kad not as yet proved 
my singular akility to survive. How dumk of me not to 
kave tkougkt to skow you. Just a second.” Somewkere 
in ker kead, ker kody, ker keing, ske fitted togetker some 
invisikle tapes, some old information made new ky inter- 
klending. Ske nodded. “Yes. Tk ere. A kook of ckild- 
raising, laugked at ky some few people years kack wken 
tke woman wko wrote tke kook said, as final advice to 
parents: 'Wkatever you do, don't die. Your ckildren will 
never forgive you. ” 

“Forgive,” some one of us wkispered. 

“For kow can ckildren understand wken you just up 
and go away and never come kack again witk no excuse, 
no apologies, no sorry note, notking.” 

“Tkey can't,” I said. 

“So, " said Grandma, kneeling down witk us keside 
Agatka wko sat up now, new tears krimming ker eyes, kut 
a different kind of tears, not tears tkat drowned, kut tears 
tkat wasked clean. “So your motker ran away to deatk. 
Ajid after tkat, kow could you trust anyone? if everyone 
left, vanisked finally, wko was tkere to trust? So wken I 
came, kalf wise, kalf ignorant, I skould kave known, I did 
not know, wky you would not accept me. For, very sim- 
ply and konestly, you feared I migkt not stay, tkat I lied, 
tkat I was vulnerakle, too. And two leavetakings, two 
deatks, were one too many in a single year. But now, do 
you see, Abigail?” 

“Agatka,” said Agatka, witkout knowing ske cor- 
rected — ” 

Do you understand, I skall always, always ke kere? 

“Ok, yes, " cried Agatka, and broke down into a solid 
weeping in wkick we all joined, kuddled togetker and cars 
drew up and stopped to see just kow many people were 
kurt and kow many people were getting well ri gkt tk ere. 

End of story. 

Well, not quite tk e end. 
lived kappily ever after. 

Or ratker we lived togetker. Grandma, Agatka- 
Agamemnon-Akigail, Timotky, and I, Tom, and Fatker, 
and Grandma calling us to frolic in great fountains of 
Latin and Spanisk and Frenck, in great seaborne gouts of 
poetry like Moby Dick sprinkling tke deeps witk kis 
Versailles jet somehow lost in calms and found in storms; 
Grandma a constant, a clock, a pendulum, a face to tell 
all time by at noon, or in tke middle of sick nigkts wken, 
raved witk fever, we saw ker forever by our beds, never 
gone, never away, always waiting, always speaking kind 
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words, ker cool kand icing our kot brows, tke tappet of 
ker uplifted forefinger unsprung to let a twine of cold 
mountain water touck our flannel tongues. Ten tkousand 
dawns ske cut our wildflower lawn, ten tkousand ni gkts 
ske wandered, remembering tke dust molecules tkat fell in 
tke still kours before dawn, or sat wkispering some lesson 
ske felt needed teacking to our ears wkile we slept snug. 

Until at last, one by one, it was time for us to go away 
to sckool, and wken at last tke youngest, Agatka, was all 
packed, wky Grandma packed, too. 

On tke last day of summer tkat last year, we found 
Grandma down in tke front room witk various packets 
and suitcases, knitting, waiting, and tkougk ske kad often 
spoken of it, now tkat tke time came we were skocked and 
surprised. 

“Grandma!” we all said. “Wkat are you doing?” 

“Wky going off to college, in a way, just like you, ” ske 
said. “Back to Guido Fantoccini's, to tke Family.” 

“Tke Family?” 

“Of Pinocckios,^ ^ tkat' s w kat ke called us for a joke, 
at first. Tke Pinocckios and kimself Gepetto. And tken 
later gave us kis own name: tke Fantoccini. Anyway, you 
kave been my family kere. Now I go back to my even larg- 
er family tkere, my brotkers, sisters, aunts, cousins, all 
robots wko — " 

“Wko do wkat?” asked Agatka. 

“It all depends,” said Grandma. “Some stay, some 
linger. Otkers go to be drawn and quartered,^^ you migkt 
say, tkeir parts distributed to otker mackines wko kave 
need of repairs. Tkey 'll weigk and find me wanting or not 
wanting. It may be I'll be just tke one tkey need tomor- 
row and off I'll go to raise anotker batck of ckildren and 
beat anotker batck of fudge. " 

“Ok, tkey mustn't draw and quarter you!” cried 
Agatka. 

“No!” I cried, witk Timotky. 

“My allowance, " said Agatka, “I'll pay anytking. . .?” 

Grandma stopped rocking and looked at tke needles 
and tke pattern of brigkt yarn. “V^ll, I wouldn't kave 
said, but now you ask an d I'll tell. For a very small fee, 
tkere's a room, tke room of tke Family, a large dim par- 
lor, all quiet and nicely decorated, wkere as many as tkir- 
ty or forty of tke Electric V^men sit and rock and talk, 
eack in ker turn. I kave not been tkere. I am, after all, 
freskly born, comparatively new. For a small fee, very 
small, eack montk and year, tkat' s w kere I'll be, witk all 
tke otkers like me, listening to wkat tkey've learned of 
tke world and, in my turn, telling kow it was witk Tom 
an d Tim and Agatka and kow fine and kappy we were. 
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And rll tell all I learned from you.” 

“But... you taugkt us!” 

“Do you really tkink tkat?” ske said. “No, it was 
tum-akout, roimdakout, learning kotk ways. And it ^s all in 
kere, everytking you flew into tears akout or laugked over, 
wky, I kave it all. And Til tell it to tke otkers just as tkey 
tell tkeir koys and girls and life to me. We ll sit tkere, 
growing wiser and calmer and ketter every year and every 
year, ten, twenty, tkirty years. Tke Family knowledge will 
doukle, quadruple, tke wisdom will not ke lost. And we ll 
ke waiting tkere in tkat sitting room, skould you ever 
^ need us for your own ckildren in time of illness, or, God 

E prevent, deprivation or deatk. Tkere we 11 ke, growing old 

^ kut not old, getting closer to tke time, perkaps, someday, 
^ wken we live up to our first strange joking name.” 

P “Tke Pinocckios?” asked Tim. 

0 Grandma nodded. 

^ I knew wkat ske meant. Tke day wken, as in tke old 

^ tale, Pinocckio kad grown so wortky and so fine tkat tke 
gift of life kad keen given kim. Sol saw tkem, in future 
P years, tke entire family of Fantoccini, tke Pinocckios, 
^ trading and re-trading, murmuring and wkispering tkeir 

1 knowledge in tke great parlors of pkilosopky, waiting for 
\ tke day. Tke day tkat could never come. 

^ Grandma must kave read tkat tkougkt in our eyes, 

“^^dl see,” ske said. “Let’s just wait and see.” 

“Ok, Grandma” cried Agatka and ske was weeping 
as ske kad wept many years kef ore. “You don’t kave to 
wait. You're alive. You' ve always keen alive to us! ” 

And ske caugkt kold of tke old woman and we all 
cau gkt kold for a long moment and tken ran off up in 
tke sky to faraway sckools and years and ker last words 
to us kefore we let tke kel icopter swarm us away into 
autumn were tkese: 

“Wken you are very old and gone ckildisk small again, 
witk ckildisk ways and ckildisk yens and, in need of feed- 
ing, make a wisk for tke old teacker nurse; tke dumk yet 
wise companion, send for me. I will come kack. We skall 
in kakit tke nursery again, never fear. ” 

“Ok, we skall never ke old!” we cried. “Tkat will never 
kappen!” 

“Never! Never!” 

And we were gone. 

And tke years are flown. 

And we are old now, Tim an d Agatk a and I. 

Our ckildren are grown and gone, our wives and kus- 
kands vanisked from tke eartk and now, ky Dickensian 
coincidence, accept it as you will or not accept, kack in 
tke old k ouse, we tkree. 
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I lie kere in tke kedroom wkick was my ckildisk place 
seventy, O seventy, kelieve it, seventy years ago. Beneatk 
tkis wallpaper is anotker layer and yet anotker-times-tkree 
to tke old wallpaper covered over wken I was nine. Tke 
wallpaper is peeling. I see peeking from keneatk, old ele- 
pkants, familiar tigers, fine and amiakle zekras, irascikle 
crocodiles. I kave sent for tke paperers to carefully remove 
all kut tkat last layer. Tke old animals will live again on 
tke walls, revealed. 

And we kave sent for someone else. 

Tke tkree of us kave called: 

Grandma ! You said you'd come kack wken we kad 
need. 

We are surprised ky age, ky time. We are old. need. 

And in tkree rooms of a summer kouse very late in 
time, tkree old ckildren rise up, crying out in tkeir keads: 
We loved you ! Wei ove you! 

Tk ere ! Tkere! in tke sky, we tkink, waking at morn. 
Is tkat tke del ivery mackine? Does it settle to tke lawn? 

Tk ere! Tk ere on tke grass ky tke front porck. Does tke 
mummy case arrive? 

Are our names inked on rikkons wrapped akout tke 
lovely form keneatk tke golden mask?! 

And tke kept gold key, forever kung on Agatka's 
kreast warmed and waiting? Ok God, will it, after all tkese 
years, will it wind, will it set to motion, will it, dearly, fit?! 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . s/apped her to life: typically doctors will give a light slap on the baby's behind to 
dislodge mucus that may retard breathing 

2. humors and distillations: hormones and other body fluids 

3. smothers: deprive one of air or in this case to deprive one of independence 

4. fallen trifle, damp souffle: foiled meal courses 

5. indivisible, with Liberty and Justice for all: the closing lines of the American 
pledge of allegiance 

6. precision: accuracy 

7. hive: the center of all activity (as in a bee hive) 

8. dire nervous afflictions: serious nervous disorders 

9. conceptuofizotions: ideas 

10. pontifical: dogmatic and rigid 

1 1. niches: small places 

1 2. gibbets: gallows; posts for hanging the bodies of executed criminals 

13. lynching: unlawful execution by hanging 

14. rabbit pellets: rabbit excrement. This is Agatha’s unique exclamation used in 
place of Damn! 
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\ 5. oscHlagraph: a graphic record of electrical currants 

16. Delphic caves: caves in Greece associated with divine mystery and prophecy 

17. cut us to the quick: touched or deeply affected us 

18. filamentary tapestries: thousands of threads grouped so closely together that 
they seem like a single fabric 

1 9. graused: complain; grumble 

20. surface tensian: the degree of tension a person can tolerate 

21 . water striders: walkers on water 

22. derv/sh; Islamic mystic 

23. cerulean ar amethystine or lapis lazuli: gem stones 

24. ranuncula: flowers 

25. runs a little to fat has the tendency to be overweight 

26. seonce table-lifdng feat as if in communication with spirits which lift up a table, 
the children lifted the lid of the sarcophagus 

27. shrouded: wrapped 

28. cerements: wrapping for the dead 

29. tethered: restrained, limited the movement of 

30. serpentines: long, wound-up material 

31. spidered: moved like a spider 

32. ornery stick: a stick to poke at a hive of bees or hornets to anger them 

33. disconcerted: embarrassed, disturbed 

34. crochet join as in needlework 

35. epaulettes: ornamental fringed shoulders on a uniform 

36. aggies: marbles used by children 

37. gossamer: light, delicate 

38. swoons; warm wind currents 

39. specule: a dot; a small trace 

40. mote; a small particle 

41. peripheral vision: the ability to see outside one’s direct line of vision 

42. Green = Green with envy 

43. bonister; handrail 

44. rombunct/ous; unruly; naughty 

45. aria: an operatic song 

46. equine: resembling a horse 

47. mot/ey; composed of diverse elements 

48. more of Tartar than of Tartan: having Slavic (Tartar) features rather than 
Scottish (Tartan) features 

49. Abutment of the nose; the bridge or arch of the nose 

50. bird: use bird-like motions 

51. far cri-yi: exclamation of disgust or irritation 

52. send myself to the showers: from the sports idiom meaning to take a player out 
of a game because they are not performing well 

53. tappet lever or valve as is found on a water faucet 

54. bestial: inhuman; resembling a beast 

55. concuss/on of circuitries: a blow to the electrical circuits 

56. resilient strong, capable of withstanding shock or misfortune 

57. Pinocchios: puppets. From the children’s story The Adventures of Pinocchio 
written in the nineteenth century by the Italian Carlo Collodi. The story tells 
how a carpenter, Gepetto, makes a puppet who becomes alive. 

58. drawn and quartered: taken apart as an animal is cut into pieces when it is sold 
for food 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. How Joes the author make this story seem like rea I life? 

2. What is your opinion about each of the th ree children, 
their father anj Grandma? 

3. what is the significance of the title? Who is Fantocinni? 

4. How does Grandma define love? How Joes her definition 
compare with your own? 

5. why does Grandma leave the children? Why Joes she return? 

6. chose one scene from the story and act it out. 
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JUAN DELGADO 



An Annerican phone booth is the setting for 
a bonding experience between a Chicano 
youngster and his Mexican grandfather. 
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Grandfatker took a walk 
down to tke neigkkorkood kar. 

Tkat day motlier kad placed me under kis care — 
at sixty ke was visiting us 
for tke first time. 

stopped near a pkone kootk. 

Outside tke kar in a cage 
a parrot wkistled kack at us. 




Tke pkone kegan to ring. 
Grandfatker pusked tke door, 
forgetting ke spoke only Spanisk. 
He raised tke pkone to kis ear: 
tkere was notking ke could do. 




Again, ke pusked tke door. 

He didn’t understand 

it was divided ky kinges 

and would only open ky pulling in. 

He pusked even karder — I could see 
tke fear in kis face grow witk kis effort. 

We were kotk unakle to speak 
as we pusked for wkat seemed minutes. 
He finally stopped — exkausted 
and tke door opened. 

He stepped out laugking. 

I kegan to laugk witk kim 
an d tke k ird wkistled. 

All tkree of us 

kroke tke air witk our voices. ^ 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what is the general mood of th e poem? How does it make you feel? Why? 

2 . How would you describe the grandfather? 

3 . How would you describe the child? 
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® EUGENIACOLLIER 

As brothers and sisters grow up, their lives fol- 
low different directions. Eugenia Collier writes 
of two brothers, one a university professor and 
the other a taxi driven who remain close de- 
spite their differences in education and their 
careers. 
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From up kere on tke 14tk floor, my krotker Ckarley 

looks like an insect scurrying among otker insects. A deep feeling of love surges tkrougk me. Despite tke dis- 
tance, ke seems to feel it, for ke turns and scans tke upper windows, Lut failing to find me, continues on kis way. 
I watck kim moving quickly — gingerly, it seems to me — down Fiftk Avenue and around tke corner to kis skak- 
Ly taxicak. In a moment ke will ke keading kack uptown. 

I turn from tke window and flop down on tke ked, skoes and all. Perkaps kecause of wkat kappened tkis after- 
noon or mayke just kecause I see Ckarley so seldom, my tkougkts kover over kim like kummingkirds. Tke ckeer- 
ful, impersonal tidiness of tkis room is a world away from Ckarley's walkup flat^ in Harlem and a kundred worlds 
from tke kare, noisy skanty^ wkere ke and tke rest of us spent wkat tkere was of ckildkood. I close my eyes, and 
side ky side I see tke Ckarl ey of my koykood and tke Ckarley of tkis afternoon, as clearly as if I were looking at 
a split TV screen. Anotker surge of love, seasoned witk gratitude, wells up in me. 

As far as I know, Ckarl ey never kad any ckildkood at all. Tke oldest ckildren of skarecroppers^ never do. 
Mama and Pa were skadowy figures wkose voices I keard vaguely in tke morning wken sleep was skallow and wkom 
I glimpsed as tkey left for tke field kefore I was fully awake or as tkey trudged"^ wearily into tke kouse at nigkt 
wken my lids were irresistikly keavy. 

Tkey came into skarp focus only on special occasions. One suck occasion was tke day wken tke crops were 
in and tke skarecroppers were paid. In our cakin tkere v/as so muck excitement in tke air tkat even I, tke ^^kaky,” 
responded to it. For weeks we kad keen running out of tkings we could neitker grow nor get on credit. On tke 
evening of tkat Jay we waited anxiously for our parents to return. Tken we would cluster around tke rougk wooden 
takle-I on Lil’s lap or clinging to Ckarley’s neck, little Alkerta nervously tugging ker plait, Jamie croucked at 
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Mama’s elLow, like a pantker akout to spring, and all seven 
of us silent for once, waiting. Pa would place tke money on 
tke takle — gently, for it was made from sweat of tkeir kod- 
ies and from tkeir ckildren’s tears. Mama would count it 
out in little piles, ker dark face stern and, I tkink now, 
keautiful. Not witk tke kollow keauty of well-modeled 
features kut witk tke strong radiance of one wko kas suf- 
fered and never yielded. 

“Tkis for store kill, ske would mutter, making a lit- 
tle pile. “Tkis for c’Uection.^ Tkis for piece of gingkam. . 
and so on, stretcking tke money as tigkt over our collec- 
tive needs as Jamie’s outgrown pants were stretcked over 
my kottom. ^'Well, tkat’s tke crop. ” Ske would look up 
at Pa at last. It 11 do. Pa s face would relax, and a gen- 
eral grin flitted f rom ckild to ckild. would survive, at 
least for tke present. 

Tke otker time wken my parents were solid entities 
was at ckurck. On Sundays we would don our tkread- 
kare Sunday-go-to-meeting clotkes^ and tramp, along 
witk neigkkors similarly attired, to tke Takemacle Baptist 
Ckurck, tke frail edifice of kare koards keld togetker ky 
God knows wkat, wkick was all tkat my parents ever knew 
of security and future promise. 

Being tke youngest and tkerefore tke most likely to 
err, I was plopped ketween my fatker and my motker on 
tke long wooden kenck. Tkey sat kuge and eternal like 
twin mountains at my sides. I rememker my fatker's still, 
klack profile silkouetted against tke sunny window, look- 
ing kack into dark recesses of time, into some dim antiq- 
uity, like an ancient ceremonial mask. My motker’s face, 
usually sternly set, ckanged witk tke vary nuances of ker 
emotion, its planes skifting, skaped ky tke soft kigk- 
ligkts of tke sanctuary, as ske progressed from a sukdued 
amen to a loud “Help me, Jesus” wrung from tke deptks 
of ker gaunP frame. 

My early memories of my parents are associated witk 
special occasions. Tke contours of my every day were 
skaped ky Lil and Ckarley, tke oldest ckildren, wko rode 
kerd® on tke rest of us wkile Pa and Mama toiled in fields 
not tkeir own. Not until years later did I realize tkat Lil 
and Ckarley were little more tkan ckildren tkemselves. 

Ld kad tke loudest, screeckiest voice in tke county. 
W’ken ske yelled, Boy, you ketter git yourself in kere!”^ 
you got yourself in tkere. It was Lil wko caugkt and katked 
us, Lil wko fed us and sent us to sckool, Lil wko punisked 
us wken we needed punisking and comforted us wken we 
need comforting, if ker voice was loud, so was ker laugk- 




ter. wken ske 1 augked, everykody laugked. And wken Lil 
sang, everykody listened. 

Ckarl ey was taller tkan anykody in tke world, includ- 
ing, I was certain, God. From kis skoulders, wkere I spent 
considerakle time in tke earliest years, tke world kad a dif- 
ferent perspective: I looked down at tops of keads ratker 
tkan at tke undersides of ckins. As I grew older, Ckarley 
kecame more fatker tkan krotker. Tkose days return in 
fragments of splintered memory: Ckarley’s slender dark 
kands wkittling a toy from a ckunk of wood, kis face tkin 
and intense, krown as tke loaves Lil kaked wken tkere 
was flour. Ckarley’s quick fingers guiding a stick of ckarred 
kindling over a kit of scrap paper, making a wondrous pic- 
ture take skape — ^Jamie's face or Alkerta’s rag doll or tke 
spare figure of our kony krown dog. Ckarley’s voice low 
and terrikle in tke dark, telling gkost stories so del igkt- 
fully J rea dful tkat later in tke ni gkt tke moan of tke wind 
tkrougk tke ckinks in tke wall sent us scurrying to tke 
security of Ckarley’s pallet,*^ Ckarley 's sleeping form. 

Some memories are more tkan fragmentary. I can still 
feel tke wkap of tke wet disk rag across my moutk. Some- 
kow I developed a stutter, wkick Ckarley was determined 
to cure. Someone kad told k im tkat an effective cure was 
to slap tke stutterer across tke moutk witk a sopping wet 
disk rag. Tkereafter wkenever I kegan, “Let’s g-g-g — , ” 
wkap! from no wkere would come tke ukiquitous*' rag. 
Ckarley would always insist, “I don’t want kurt you none. 
Buddy — and wkap again. I don t know wken or wky I 
stopped stuttering. But I stopped. 

Already 1 aid waste ky povei^, we were easy prey for 
ignorance and superstition, wkick kunted us like kawks. 
We sougkt education feveriskly — and, for most of us, fu- 
tilely, for tke sum total of our comkined energies was 
required for mere krute survival. Inevitakly eack ckild kad 
to leave sckool and kear kis skare of tke eternal kurden. 

Eventually tke family s kopes for learning fastened 
on me, tke youngest. I rememker — I tkirtk I rememker, for 
I could not kave keen more tkan five — one frigid day Pa, 
kuddled on a rickety stool kefore tke coal stove, took me 
on kis knee and studied me gravely. I was a skinny little 
tking, tkey tell me, witk large, solemn eyes. 

Well, koy. Pa said at last, “if you got to depend on 
your looks for wkat you get out’n^^ tkis world, you just 
as well lay down rigkt now.’ His kand was rougk from tke 
plow, kut gentle as it toucked my ckeek. “Lucky for you, 
you got a mind. And tkat’s sometking ain’t everykody got.*^ 
You go to sckool, koy, get yourself some learning. Make 
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sometking out'n yourself. Ain’t notking you can’t Jo if 
you got learning. 

Ckarley was JetermineJ tkat I woulJ kreak tke ckain 
of poverty, tkat I woulJ *'ke somekoJy. ”^^ Als we workeJ our 
small vegetakle garJen in tke sun or pulleJ a kucket of 
krackisk water from tke well, Ckarley woulJ tell me,' “You 
ain gon^^ ke no poor farmer, BuJJy. You gon ke a teacker 
or mayke a Joctor or a lawyer. One tking, kaJ as you is, 
you ain gon ke no preacker.” 

I loveJ sckool witk a Jesperate passion, wkick kecame 
more intense wken I kegan to realize wkat a monumen- 
tal struggle it was for my krotkers anJ sisters to keep me 
tkere. Tke crampeJ, Jingy classroom kecame a kattle- 
grounJ wkere I was victorious. I stayeJ on top of my class. 
Witk glee I out-reaJ, out-kgureJ, anJ out-spelleJ tke coun- 
try koys wko mockeJ my poverty, calling me “tke koy witk 
eyes in kack of kis kea d”-tke ‘ 'eyes” keing tke perpetual 
koles in my kanJ-me-Jown pants. 

As tke years passeJ, tke economic strain was easeJ 
enougk to make it possible for me to go on to kigk sckool. 
Tkere were fewer moutks to feeJ for one tking: Alkerta 
went Nortk to knJ work at 16; Jamie JieJ at 12. 

I kniskeJ kigk sckool at tke keaJ of my class. For 
Mama anJ Pa anJ eack of my krotkers anJ sisters, my 
success was a personal triumpk. One ky one tkey came 
to me tke wee kt efore commencement kringing crumpled 
kills anJ coins long koarJeJ, muttering, “Here, Buddy, 
put tkis on graJiation^^ clotkes.” My graJuation suit was 
tke first suit tkat was all my own. 

On graJuation nigkt our cakin (less crowJeJ now) 
was a frantic co Uage'® of frayeJ nerves. I tkougkt Ckarley 
woulJ Jrive me maJ. 

“BuJJy, you ain presseJ*^ out tkem pants rigkt — 
Can’t you git a better skine on tkem skoes? . . . Lord, you 
Jone messeJ up^ ° tkat tie!” 

OverwkelmeJ ky tke combination of Ckarley s nerves 
anJ my own, I finally exploJeJ. “Man, cut it out!”^^ 
Akruptly ke stoppeJ tugging at my tie, anJ I was afraiJ 
I kaJ kurt kis feelings. “It’s okay, Ckarley. Look, you’re 
strangling me. Tke tie’ s okay. ” 

Ckarley relaxeJ a little anJ gave a ratker skeepisk 
ckuckle. “Sure, BuJJy.” He gave my skoulJer a rougk 
joggle. “But you gotta look gooJ. You somekoJy. ” 

My valeJictory aJJress was tke usual iJealistic, sen- 
timental nonsense. I kave forgotten wkat I saiJ tkat ni gilt, 
tut tke si gilt of Mama anJ Pa anJ tke rest is like a litk- 
ograpk kurneJ on my memory; Lil, ker roun J face ma Je 
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beautiful ky ker prouJ smile; Pa, kis keaJ kelJ kigk, eyes 
loving anJ fierce; Mama raJiant. Years later wken ker 
skriveleJ kanJs were finally stJl, my minJ kept coming 
kack to ker as ske was now. I believe tkis moment tke 
apex^^ of ker entire life. AJI of tkem, even AJkerta Jown 
from Baltimore — Jiff ere nt now, but unite J witk tkem in 
ker priJe. AnJ Ckarley on tke en d of tke row, still some- 
kow tke protector of tkem all. Ckarley, looking as if ke 
were in tke presence of sometking sacreJ. 

As I maJe my way tkrougk tke carefully rekearseJ 
speeck it was as if part of me were stan Jing outsi Je watck- 
ing tke wkole tking — tkeir prouJ, work-weary faces, my- 
self wearing tke suit tkat was tkeir comkineJ strengtk 
anJ love anJ kope: Lil witk ker lovely, low-pitckeJ voice, 
Ckarley witk tke kanJs of an artist. Pa anJ Mama witk 
GoJ-k nows-wkat potential lost witk tkeir sweat in tke 
kelJs. I realizeJ in tkat moment tkat I wasn’t necessar- 
ily tke smartest — only tke youngest. 

AnJ tke luckiest. Tke war came along, anJ I ex- 
ckangeJ tkree years of my life (incluJing a fair amount 
of my klooJ anJ a great Jeal of pain) for tke BiU [a 
government-funJeJ plan for veterans’ eJucation] anJ a 
college eJucation. Strange kow time can slip ky like water 
flowing tkrougk young fingers. One ky one tke ckanges 
came — tke olJ kouse empty at last, tke rest of us scat- 
tereJ; for me, marriage, graJuate sckool, kiJs, a profes- 
sorskip, anJ ky now a tkick ening waistline anJ tkinning 
kair. My minJ spins off tke years, anJ I am kack to tkis 
afternoon anJ to Jay’s Ckarley — still long anJ lean, still 
gentl e-eyeJ, stJl my greatest fan anJ st J1 JetermineJ to 
keep me on tke kall.^'^ 

I JiJn’t tell Ckarley I woulJ ke at a professional 
meeting in New York anJ woulJ surely visit; ke anJ Bea 
woulJ kave spent Jays in fixing up, anJ I woulJ kave kad 
to ke company. No, I woulJ Jrop in on tkem, take tkem 
ky surprise before tkey ka J a ckance to stiffen up. I was 
anxious to see tkem — it kaJ keen so long. YesterJay anJ 
tkis morning were taken up witk meetings in tke posk 
Fiftk Avenue kotel — a place we coulJ not kave JreameJ 
in our koykooJ. Late tkis afternoon I skook loose anJ 
kea JeJ for Harlem, koping tkat Ckarley still came kome 
for a few kours before kis evening run. Leaving tke glare 
anJ glitter of Jowntown, I entereJ tke subway wkick 
lurks like tke Jark, inscrutable iJ^^ keneatk tke surface 
of tke city. Wk en I emergeJ, I was in Harlem. 

Wkenever I come to Harlem I feel somekow as if I 
were coming kome — ^to some m ytk ic ancestral kome. Tke 
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protlems are real, tke people are real — yet tkere is some 
mysterious epic quality akout Harlem, as if all Black 
people kegan and ended tkere, as if eack kad left some- 
tking of kimself. As if in Harlem tke very keart of Black- 
ness pulsed its keautiful tortured rkytkms. Joining tke 
tkrongs of people tkat saunter^^ Lenox Avenue late after- 
noons, I keaded for Ckarley's apartment. Along tke way 
I savored tke panorama of Harlem — women wdtk skop- 
ping kags trudging wearily kome; little kids fktting sauci- 
ly tkrougk tke crowd; groups of adolescent koys striding 
koldly along — some koisterous,^^ some ominously silent; 
takles of merckandise spread on tke sidewalks, witk kawk- 
ers singing tkeir siren songs of irresistikle kargains; a 
klaring micropkone sending fortk waves of words to draw 
passersky into a restless kunck around a slender young 
man wkose eyes kave seen Trutk; defeated men standing 
around on street corners or sitting on steps, keads down, 
kands idle; posters announcing Garvey Day;^ “Buy Black” 
stamped on pavements; store windows krigkt witk tkings 
African; stores still koarded up, a livid scar from last year s 
rioting. Tkere was a terrikle tension in tke air; I tkougkt 
of kow quickly dry timker kecomes a roaring fire from a 
single spark. 

I mounted tke steps of Ckarley's kuilding — old and 
in need of paint, like all tke rest — and pusked tke kutton 
to kis apartment. Ckarley^s kuzzer rang. I pusked open 
tke door and mounted tke urine-scented stairs. 

“Well, do Jesus — it’s Buddy!” roared Ckarley as I 
arrived on tke tk ir d floor. “B ea! Bea! Come kere, girl, it’s 
Buddy!” And somekow I was simultaneously skaking 
Ckarley ’s kand, getting clapped on tke kack, and keing 
kuried in tke fervor of Bea’s gigantic kug. Tkey swept 
me from tke kail into tkeir dim apartment. 

“Lord, Buddy, wkat you doing kere? Wkyn’t^^ you 
tell me you was coming to New York?” His face was so 
lit up witk pleasure tkat in spite of tke inroads of time, 
ke still looked like tke Ckarley of years gone ky, excited 
over a new litter of kittens. 

“Tke place look a mess ! Wkyn’t you let US know?” 
put in Bea, suddenly distressed. 

“Looks fine to me, girl. And so do you! ” 

And ske did. Bea is a fine-looking woman, plump and 
firm still, rick krown skin and tkick klack kair. 

“Mary, Lucy, look. Uncle Buddy’s kere!” Two neat lit- 
tle girls came skyly from tke TV. Uncle Buddy was some- 
tking of a celekrity in tkis kouse. 

I kugged tkem keartily, muck to tkeir discomfort. 
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“Ckarley, wkeregetting all tkese pretty women?” 

We all sat in tke warm kitcken, wkere Bea was pre- 
paring dinner. It felt good tkere. Beautiful odors mingled 
in tke air. Ckarl ey sprawled in a ckair near mine, kis long 
arms and legs akimko. No longer sky, tke tinier girl sat 
on my lap, wkile ker sister darted kere and tkere like a 
merry little water kug. Bea kustled akout, managing to 
keep up witk kotk tke conversation and tke cooking. 

I told tkem akout tke conference I was attending and, 
knowing it would give tkem pleasure, I mentioned tkat I 
kad add ressed tke group tkat morning. Ckarley ’s eyes glis- 
tened. 

“You kear tkat, Bea?” ke wkispered. “Buddy done 
spoke^^ in front of all tkem professors!” 

“Sure I kear,” Bea answered kriskly, stirring some- 
tking tkat was making an aromatic^^ steam. “I ket ke 
weren’t even scared. I ket tkem professors learnt some- 
tking, too.” 

We all ckuckled. “Well, anyway,” I said, “I kope tkey 

did.” 

We talked akout a kundred different tkings after 
tkat — Bea’ s jok in tke sckool cafeteria, my Jess and tke 
kids, our scattered family. 

“Seem like we don’t git togetker no more, not since 
Mama and Pa passed on,” said Ckarley sadly. “I ain’t even 
got a Ckristmas card from Alkerta for tkree-four year 
now. ” 

“Well, ain t no two a y all in tke same city.^^ An’ every- 
kody scratckin to make ends meet, Bea replied. “Ain’t 
nokody got time to get togetker.” 

“Yeak, tkat’s tke way it goes, I guess, ” I said. 

“But it sure is good to see you. Buddy. Say, look, Lil 
told me akout tke cask you sent tke ckildren last winter 
wken Jake was out of work all tkat time. Ske sure 'pre- 
ciated^ it.” 

“Lord, man, as close as you and Lil stuck to me wken 
I was a kid, I owed ker tkat and more. Say, Bea, did I ever 
teU you akout tke time — ” as we swung into tke usual 
reminiscences. 

Tkey insisted tkat I stay for dinner. Persuading me 
was no kard jok: fried golden, kam kocks and collard 
greens, corn kread — if I’d tried to leave, my feet would- 
n’t kave tak en me. It was good to sit tkere in Ckarley ’s 
kitcken, my coat and tie flung over a ckair, surrounded 
ky food and love. 

“Say, Buddy, a couple montks kack I picked up a 
kid from your sckool.” 
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“No stuff.” 

“I axeci^° kim did ke know you. He say ke was in 
your class last year.” 

“Did you get kis name?” 

“No, I didn't ax kim tkat. Man, ke told me you were 
tke kest teacker ke kad. He said you were one smart cat!” 
“He told you tkat cause you're my krotker.” 

“Your krotker — I didn't tell kim I was your krotker. 
I said you was a old friend of mine.” 

I put my fork down and leaned over. “Wkat you tell 
kim tkat for? " 

Ckarley explained patiently as ke kad explained tkings 
wken I was a ckild and kad missed an okvious trutk. “I 
didn't want your students to know your krotker wasn't 
notking kut a cak driver. You somekody.” 

“You're a nut," I said gently. “You skould've told tkat 
kid tke trutk.” I wanted to say. I'm proud of you, you've 
got more on tke kaU tkan most people I know, I wouldn't 
kave keen anytking at all except for you. But ke would 
kave keen emkarrassed. 

Bea krougkt in tke dessert — komemade sweet pota- 
to pie! “Buddy, I must of knew you were coming! I just 
kad a mind I wanted to make some sweet potato pie.” 
Tkere's notking in tkis world I like ketter tkan 
Bea's sweet potato pie! 

“Lord, girl, kow you expect me to eat all tkat?” 

Tke slice ske put kefore me was outrageously kig — 
and moist and covered witk a ligkt golden crust — I ate 
it all. 

“Bea, I'm gonna kave to eat and run,” I said at last. 
Ckarley guffawed.^ “Muck as you et,^^ I don't see kow 
you gonna walk, let alone run. " He went out to get kis cak 
from tke garage several klocks away. 

Bea was wasking tke tiny girl's face. “^^J^it a minute. 
Buddy, r m gon give you tke rest of tkat pie to take witk 
you. 

“Great!” I'd eaten all I could kold, kut my spirit was 
still kungry for sweet potato pie. 

Bea got out some waxed paper and wrapped up tke 
rest of tke pie. 

“Tkat'U do you for a snack tonigkt.” Ske slipped it 
into a krown paper kag. 

I gave ker a long good-ky kug. “Bea, I love you for a 
lot of tkings. Your cooking is one of tkem!” We kad a last 
comfortakle laugk togetker. I kissed tke little girls and 
went outside to wait for Ckarley, kolding tke kag of pie 
reverently. 
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In a minute Ckarley 's ancient cak limped to tke curk. 
I plopped into tke seat next to kim, and we keaded down- 
town. Soon we were assailed ky tke garisk ligkts of New 
York on a sultry spring ni gkt. We ckatted as Ckarley skill- 
fully managed tke keavy traffic. I looked at kis long kands 
on tke wkeel and wondered wkat tkey could kave done 
witk artists' kruskes. 

We stopped a kit down tke street from my kotel. I 
invited kim in, kut ke said ke kad to get on witk kis even- 
ing run. But as I opened tke door to get out, ke com- 
manded in tke old familiar voice, “Buddy, you wait! " For 
a moment I tkougkt my fly was open^ or sometking. 
“Wkat's wrong'?” 

“Wkat's tkat you got tk ere? " 

I was kewildered. “Tkat? You mean tkis kag? Tkat's 
a piece of sweet potato pie Bea fixed for me.” 

“You ain't going tkrougk tke lokky of no kig kotel 
carrying no krown paper kag.” 

“Man, you crazy! Of course I'm going — Look, Bea 
fixed it for me — Tkat's my pie. — ” 

Ckarley s eyes were miserakle. “Folks in tkat kotel 
don't go tkrougk tke lokky carrying no krown paper kags. 
Tkat's country.^^ And you can't — neitker. You somekody. 
Buddy. You got to ke rigkt. Now, gimme^ tkat kag.” 

“I want tkat pie, Ckarley. I've got notking to prove 
to anykody — ” 

I couldn't kelieve it. But tkere was no point in argu- 
ing. Foolisk as it seemed to me, it was important to kim. 

“You got to look rigkt. Buddy. Can't nokody look 
dignified carrying krown paper kag.” 

So finally, tkinking kow tasty it would kave keen 
and kow seldom I got ckance to eat anytking tkat good, 
I kanded over my kag of sweet potato pie. if it was tkat 
important to kim — 

I tried not to skow my irritation. “Okay, man — take 
care now. ” I slammed tke door karder tkan I kad intend- 
ed, walked rapidly to tke kotel and entered tke kri lliant 
crowded lokky. 

“Tkat Ckarley! " I tkougkt. ^?(^lking slower now, I 
crossed tke carpeted lokky toward tke elevator, still tkink- 
ing of my lost snack. I kad to admit tkat of all tke kerd 
of people wko jostled eack otker in tke lokky, not one was 
carrying a krown paper kag. Or anytking kut expensive 
attacke cases or slick packages from exclusive skops. I sup- 
pose we all operate according to tke symkols tkat are mean- 
ingful to us, and to Ckarley a krown paper kag symkolizes 
tke kumkle life ke tkougkt I kad left. I was somekody. 
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I don’t know wkat made me glance kack^ kut I did. 
And suddenly tke tears and laugkter, toil and love of a 
lifetime kurst around me like fireworks in a nigkt sky. 

For tkere, following a few steps kekind, came Ckarley, 
proudly carrying a krown paper kag full of sweet potato 
pie. ^ 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

flat an apartment 

shanty: a shack, a poor wooden building used as a home or for storage 

sharecroppers: tenant farmers who received shelter, food, and credit for 
purchasing seeds in return for working as farmers. After the harvest, they 
shared 

the profits with the owner of the land. 
trudged: to walk or move slowly and with effort 
cllection = collection 

(to) don our threadbare Sunday-go-to-the meetJng clothes: to put on the worn- 
out clothes that have been saved especially for going to church on Sundays 

gaunt lean: thin 

(to) ride herd on: to discipline 

git yourself in here: get in here 

pallet sleeping platform 

ubiquitous; ever-present; found everywhere 

out’n = out of 

t/iot's something ain't everybody got = that's something that everybody 
doesn’t have 

Ain't nothing you can't do if you got learning = There isn’t anything you can’t 
do if you have education 

fto) be somebody: to be an important person 
ain't gon = aren’t going to 

gradiation = graduation (pronunciation variant of Black English) 

collage: an artistic mixture 

ain't pressed = haven’t pressed 

done messed = have messed 

cut it out/; Stop it! 

apex: top 

Gl: a term referring to a member of the U.S, Armed Forces 
on the ball: aware; perceptive 

inscrutable id; that little-understood part of the human psyche responsible 
for one's impulsive behavior 

saunter; walk slowly; plod 

boisterous; loud; turbulent: wild 

Garvey Day: a day commemorating African American leader Marcus Garvey 
(1887-1940) 

whyn't = why didn’t 

done spoke = spoke 



31. aromatic fragrant, scented 

32. ain’t no two y’all = there aren’t two of you 

33. make ends meet to have enough money to meet all expenses 

34. predated = appreciated 

35. ax/axed = ask/asked 

36. guffawed: laughed loudly 

37. et = ate 

38. my fly was open: the zipper of my pants was open 

39. that's country: that is behavior appropriate for the rural areas (it Is not 
sophisticated behavior) 

40. gimme = give me 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . why Jo you think the author chose to use the flashback 
technique of beginning the story in the present an J th en 
moving to the past? 

2. what are the narrator's feelings about Charley? Explain. 

3. Are Charley anj his wife envious of Buddy's success? 
Explain. 

4. Discuss the meaning of each of the following statements 
taken from the story: 

A, if you got to depend on your looks for wkat you get 
out’n tkis world, you just as well lay down ri gkt now . " 
(page 78) 

B, I tkougkt of k ow quickly dry timker kecomes a 
roaring fire from a single spark, (page 80) 

C, .,,kut my spirit was still kungry for sweet potato pie. 

(page 81) 

D, .,,r ve got notking to prove to anykody — (page 81) 

E, I suppose we all operate according to tke symkols tkat 

are meaningful to us (page 81) 

5. why didn't Charley want Buddy to carry the bag of sweet 
potato pie into his hotel? 
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Families do not always come together A wife 
may be rejected by her husband’s family, and 
these feelings may persist even though the 
husband and wife have a loving marriage. In 
this story son Jonathan is drawn into this fam- 
ily quarrel following the death of his father In 
challenging the demands of his aunts, he real- 
izes how much his mother and father loved 
each other and how much love his father had 
for him. 
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In 1955 my fatker died witk kis ancient motker 

still alive in a nursing Lome. Tke old lady was ninety and kadn't even known ke was ill. Tk inking tke skock mi gkt 
kill ker, my aunts told ker tkat ke kad moved to Arizona for kis kronckitis.^ To tke immigrant generation of my 
grandmotker, Arizona was tke American equivalent of tke Alps, it was wkere you went for your kealtk. More accu- 
rately, it was wkere you went if you kad tke money. Since my fatker kad failed in all tke kusiness enterprises of 
kis life, tkis was tke aspect of tke news my grandmotker dwelled on, tkat ke kad finally kad some success. And 
so it came akout tkat as we mourned kim at kome in our stocking feet, my grandmotker was kragging to ker 
cronies^ akout ker son's new life in tke dry air of tke desert. 

My aunts kad decided on tkeir course of action witkout consu king US. It meant neitker my motker nor my 
krotker nor I could visit Grandma kecause we were supposed to kave moved west too, a family, after a 11. My krotk- 
er Harold and I didn't mind — it was always a nigktmare at tke old people's kome, wkere tkey all sat around star- 
ing at us wkile we tried to make conversation witk Grandma. Ske looked terrikle, kad numkers of ailments, and 
ker mind wandered. Not seeing ker was no disappointment eitker for my motker, wko kad never gotten along 
witk tke old woman and did not visit wken ske could kave. But wkat was disturking was tkat my aunts kad acted 
in tke manner o f tkat side of tke family of making government on everyone's kekalf, tke true citizens ky klood 
and tke lesser citizens ky marriage. It was exactly tkis attitude tkat kad tormented my motker all ker married life, 
ske claimed Dave's family kad never accepted ker. Ske kad kattled tkem for twenty-tive years as an outsider. 

A few weeks after tke end of our ritual mourning my aunt Dora pkoned us from ker kome in Larckmont. 
Aunt Dora was tke wealtkier of my fatker s sisters. Her kuskand was a lawyer, and kotk ker sons were at Amkerst. 
ske kad called to say tkat Grandma was asking wky ske didn't kear from Dave. I kad answered tke pkone. “You're 
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tke writer in tke family,” my aunt said. *‘Your fatker kad 
so muck faitk in you. Would you mind making up some- 
tking? Send it to me and Til read it to ker. Ske won't 
know tke difference.” 

Tkat evening, at tke kitcken takle, I pusked my kome- 
work aside and composed a letter. I tried to imagine my 
fatker's response to kis new kfe. He kad never keen west. 
He kad never traveled anywkere. In kis generation tke 
great journey was from tke working class to tke profes- 
sional class, and ke kadn't managed tkat, eitker. But ke 
loved New York, wkere ke kad keen korn and lived kis 
life, and ke was always discovering new tkings akout it. 
He especially loved tke old parts of tke city kelow Canal 
Street, wkere ke would find skips' ckandlers or firms tkat 
wkolesaled in spices and teas. He was a salesman for an 
appliance jokker^ witk accounts all over tke city. He liked 
to kring kome rare ckeeses or exotic foreign vegetakles 
tkat were sold only in certain neigkkorkoods. Once ke 
krougkt kome a karometer, anotker time an antique skip's 
telescope in a wooded case witk a krass snap. 

“Dear Mama,” I wrote. “Arizona is keautiful. Tke sun 
skines all day and tke air is warm and I feel ketter tkan I 
kave in years. Tke desert is not as karren as you would 
expect, kut filled witk wildflowers and cactus plants and 
peculiar crooked trees tkat look like men kolding tkeir 
arms out. You can see great distances in wkatever direc- 
tion you turn and to tke west is a range of mountains 
may Le fifty miles from kere, kut in tke morning wi tk tke 
sun on tkem you can see tke snow on tkeir crests.” 

My aunt called some days later and told me it was 
wken ske read tkis letter aloud to tke old lady tkat tke 
full effect of Dave's deatk came over ker. Ske kad to 
excuse kerself and went out in tke parking lot to cry. “I 
wept so, ske said. *1 felt suck terrikle longing for kim. 
You' re so ri gkt, ke loved to go places, ke loved life, ke 
loved everytking.” 



We kegan trying to organize our lives. My fatker kad 
korrowed money against kis insurance and tkere was very 
little left. Some commissions'^ were still due from kis 
firm kut it did n't look as tkey would konor tkem. Tk ere 
were a couple of tkousand dollars in a savings kank tkat 
kad to ke maintained tkere until tke estate was settled. 
Tke lawyer involved was Aunt Dora's kuskand and ke was 
very proper. “Tke estate! " my motker muttered, gesturing 
as if to puU out ker kair. “Tke estate!” Ske applied for a 
jok part-time in tke admissions office of tke kospital wkere 
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my fatker s terminal illness kad keen diagnosed, and wkere 
ke kad spent some montks until tkey kad sent kim kome 
to die. ske knew a lot of tke doctors and staff and ske kad 
learned “from kitter experience,” as ske told tkem, akout 
tke kospital routine. Ske was kired. 

I kated tkat kospital, it was dark and grim and full 
of tortured people. I tkougkt it was masockistic^ of my 
motker to seek out a jok tkere, kut did not tell ker so. 

We lived in an apartment on tke corner of 176tk 
Street and tke Grand Concourse, one fligkt up. Tkree 
rooms. I skared tke kedroom witk my krotk er. It was jam- 
med witk furniture kecause wken my fatker kad required 
a kospital ked in tke last weeks of kis illness we kad moved 
some of tke living-room pieces into tke kedroom and made 
over tke living room for kim. kad to navigate kook- 
cases, keds, a gateleg takle,^ kureaus, a record player and 
radio console, stacks of 78 alkums,^ my krotker's trom- 
kone and music stand, and so on. My motker continued 
to sleep on tke convertikle sofa in tke living room tkat 
kadk een tkeir ked kefore kis illness. Tke two rooms were 
connected ky a narrow kail made even narrower ky kook- 
cases along tke wall. Off tke kail was a small kitcken and 
dinette and a katkroom. Tkere were lots of appliances in 
tke kitcken — kroiler, toaster, pressure cooker, counter-top 
diskwasker, klender — tkat my fatker kad gotten tkrougk 
kis jok at cost A treasured pkrase in our kouse: “at cost.” 
But most of tkese fixtures went unused kecause my motk- 
er did not care for tkem. Ckromium devices witk timers or 
gauges tkat required tke reading of elakorate instructions 
were not for ker. Tkey were in part responsikle for tke 
awful clutter of our kves and now ske wanted to get rid of 
tkem. re keing kuried,” ske said. “Wko needs tkem! " 

So we agreed to tkrow out or sell anytking inessen- 
tial. Wkile I found koxes for tke appliances and my kro- 
tker tied tke koxes witk twine, my motker opened my 
fatker 's closet and took out kis clotkes. He kad several 
suits kecause as a salesman ke needed to look kis kest. My 
motker wanted us to try on kis suits to see wkick of tkem 
could ke altered and used. My krotk er refused to try tkem 
on. I tried on one jacket, wkick was too large for me. Tke 
lining inside tke sleeves ckilled my arms and tke vaguest 
scent of my fatker's keing came to me. 

“Tkis is way too kig,” I said. 

“Don't worry,” my motker said. “I kad it cleaned. 
^J^uld I let you wear it if I kadn't?” 

It was tke evening, tke end of winter, and snow was 
coming down on tke windowsill and melting as it settled. 
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Tke ceiling LulL glared on a pile of my fatker's suits and 
trousers on kangers flung across tke ked in tke skape of 
a dead man. refused to try on anytking more, and my 
motker kegan to cry. 

“Wkat are you crying for?” my krotker skouted. “You 
wanted to get rid of tkings, didn't you?” 

A few weeks later my aunt pkoned again and said 
ske tkougkt it would ke necessary to kave anotker letter 
from Dave. Grandma kad fallen out of ker ckair and 
kruised kerself and was very depressed. 

“How long does tkis go on?” my motker said. 

“It's not so terrikle, " my aunt said, “for tke little time 
left to make tkings easier for ker.” 

My motker slammed down tke pkone. “He can't even 
die wken ke wants to! " ske cried. “Even deatk comes sec- 
ond to Mama! Wkat are tkey afraid of, tke skock will kill 
ker? Notking can kill k er. ske’ s indestructikle! A stake 
tkrougk tke keart couldn't kllk er!”^^ 

wken I sat down in tke kitcken to write tke letter I 
found it more difficult tk an tke first one. “Don't watck 
me,” I said to my krotker. “It's kard enougk. " 

“You don't kave to do sometking just kecause some- 
one wants you to,” Harold said. He was two years older 
tkan me and kad started at City College; kut wken my 
fatker kecame ill ke kad switcked to nigkt sckool and 
gotten a jok in a record store. 

“Dear Mama,” I wrote. “I kope you're feeling well. 
We' re all fit as a fiddle. Tke life kere is good and tke peo- 
ple are very friendly and informa 1. NoLody wears suits and 
ties kere. Just a pair of slacks and a skort-sleeve d skirt. 
Perkaps a sweater in tke evening. I kave kougkt into a very 
successful radio and record kusiness and I'm doing very 
well. You rememker DAVE'S ELECTRIC, my old place 
on Forty-tkird Street? Well, now it's DAVE’S ARI- 
ZONA ELECTRIC and we kave a line of television sets 
as well.” 

I sent tkat letter off to my Aunt Dora, and as we all 
knew ske would, ske pkoned soon after. My krotk er field 
kis kand over tke moutkpiece. “It's Dora witk ker latest 
review, " ke said. 

“Jonatkan? You're a very talented young man. I just 
wanted to tell you wkat a kiessing your letter was. Her 
wkole face lit up wken I read tke part akout Dave's store. 
Tkat would ke an excellent way to continue. " 

“Well, I kope I don't kave to do tkis -anymore, Aunt 
Dora. It's not very konest.” 



o 




Her tone ckanged. Is your motker tkere? Let me 
talk to k er.” 

“Ske's not kere,” I said. 

“Tell ker not to worry,” my aunt said. “A poor old lady 
wko kas never wisked anytking kut tke kest for ker will 
soon die.” 

I did not repeat tkis to my motker, for wkom it would 
kave keen one more in tke family antkology of unforgiv- 
akle remarks. But tken I kad to suffer it myself for tke 
possikle trutk it migkt emkody. Eack side defended its 
position witk rketoric, kut I, wko wanted peace, ratio- 
nalized tke snuks and rekuffs eack in flicted on tke otker, 
taking no stands, like my fatker kimself. 

Years ago kis life kad fallen into a pattern of kusi- 
ness failures and missed opportunities. Tke great dekate 
ketween kis family on tke one side, and my motker Rutk 
on tke otker, kad to do witk wkose fault tkis was — wko 
was responsikle for tke fact tkat ke kad not lived up to 
anyone's expectations? 

As to tke two propkecies, wken spring came my 
motker's prevailed: Grandma was still alive. 

One kal my Sunday my motker and krotker and I 
took tke kus to tke Betk El cemetery^^ in New J ersey to 
visit my fatker's grave. It was situated on a s ligk rise. We 
stood looking over rolling fields embedded witk monu- 
ments. Here and tkere processions of black cars wound 
tkeir way tkrougk tke lanes, or clusters of people stood 
at open graves. My fatker's grave was planted witk tiny 
skoots of evergreen but it lacked a keadstone. We kad 
ckosen one and paid for it and tken tke stonecutters kad 
gone on strike. Witkout a keadstone my fatker did not 
seem to be konorably dea d. He did n't seem to me prop- 
erly buried. 

My motker gazed at tke plot beside kis reserved for 
ker coffin. “Tkey were always too fine for otker people,” 
ske said. “Even in tke old days on Stanton Street. Tkey 
put on airs. Nobody was ever good enougk for tkem. 
Finally Dave kimself was not good enougk for tkem. 
Except to get tkem tkings wkolesale. Tk en ke was good 
enougk for tkem.” 

“Mom, please, " my krotker said. 

“If I kad known. Before I ever met kim ke was tied to 
kis mama's apron strings. And Minnie's apron strings 
were like ckains, let me tell you. We kad to 1 ive wkere we 
could be near tkem for tke Sunday visits. Every Sunday, 
tkat was my life, a visit to Mamalek.^^ Wkatever ske knew 
I wanted, a better apartment, a stick of furniture, 
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mer camp for tke Loys, ske spoke against it. You know 
your fatker, every decision kad to ke considered and recon- 
sidered. And notking ckanged. Notking ever ckanged.” 
Ske kegan to cry. We sat ker down on a nearky kenck. 
My krotker walked off to read tke names on stones. I 
looked at my motker, wko was crying, and I went off after 
my krotker. 

Mom s still crying,” I said. **Skouldn t we do some- 
tking?” 

"It's all ri gkt,” k e said. "It’s wkat ske came kere for.” 
"Yes," I said, and tken a sok escaped from my tkroat. 
"But I feel like crying too.” 

My krotker Harold put kis arm around me. "Look at 
tkis old klack stone kere,” ke said. "Tke way it's carved. 
You can see tke ckanging faskion in monuments — just 
like everytking else.” 



Somewkere in tkis time I kegan dreaming of my 
fatker. Not tke rokust fatker of my ckildkood, tke kand- 
some man witk kealtky pink skin and krown eyes and a 
mustacke and tke tkinning kair parted in tke mi ddle. 
My d ead fatker. We were taking kim kome from tke kos- 
pital. It was understood tkat ke kad come kack from deatk. 
Tkis was amazing and joyous. On tke otker kand, ke was 
terribly mysteriously damaged, or, more accurately, spoiled 
and unclean. He was very yellowed and debilitated^^ by kis 
deatk, and tkere were no guarantees tkat ke wouldn't soon 
die again. He seemed aware of tkis and kis entire person- 
ality was ckanged. He was angry and impatient witk all 
of us. We were trying to kelp kim in some way, struggling 
to get kim kome, but sometking prevented us, sometking 
we kad to fix, a tattered suitcase tkat kad sprung open, 
some meckanical tking: ke kad a car but it wouldn't start; 
or tke car was made of wood; or kis clotkes, wkick kad 
become too large for kim, kad caugkt in tke door. In one 
version ke was all bandaged and as we tried to lift kim from 
kis wkeelckair into a taxi tke bandage began to unroll and 
catck in tke spokes of tke wkeelckair. Tkis seemed to be 
some unreasonableness on kis part. My motker looked on 
sadly and tried to get kim to cooperate. 

Tkat was tke dream. I skared it witk no one. Once 
wken I woke, crying out, my krotker turned on tke ligkt. 
He wanted to know wkat I'd been dreaming but I pre- 
tended I didn't remember. Tke dream made me feel guilty. 
I felt guilty in tke dream too because my enraged fatker 
knew we didn't want to live witk kim. Tke dream repre- 
sented us taking kim kome, or trying to, but it was nev- 
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ertkeless understood by all of us tkat ke was to live alone. 
He was tkis derelict^*^ back from deatk, but wkat we were 
doing was taking kim to some place wkere ke would live 
by kimself witkout kelp from anyone until ke died again. 

At one point I became so fearful of tkis dream tkat 
I tried not to go to sleep. I tried to tkink of good tkings 
about my fatker and to remember kim before kis illness. 
He used to call me matey. "Hello, matey,” ke would say 
wken ke came kome from work. He always wanted us to 
go someplace — to tke store, to tke park, to a ball game. 
He loved to walk. Wken I went walking witk kim ke woidd 
say: "Hold your skoulders back, don't slump. Hold your 
kead up and look at tke world. ^(^Ik as if you meant it!” 
As ke strode down tke street kis skoulders moved from 
side to side, as if ke was kearing some kind of cakewalk. 
He moved witk a bounce. He was always eager to see wkat 
was around tke corner. 

Tke next request for a letter coincided witk a special 
occasion in tke kouse: My krotker Harold kad met a girl 
ke liked and kad gone out witk ker several times. Now 
ske was coming to our kouse for dinner. 

We kad prepared for tkis for days, cleaning everytking 
in sigkt, giving tke kouse a going-over, wasking tke dust 
of disuse from tke gl asses and good diskes. My motker 
came kome early from work to get tke dinner going. We 
opened tke gateleg table in tke living room and brougkt 
in tke kitcken ckairs. My motker spread tke table witk a 
laundered wkite clotk and put out ker silver. It was tke 
first family occasion since my fatker's illness. 

I liked my brotker's girlfriend a lot. Ske was a tkin 
girl witk very straigkt kair and ske kad a terrific smile. Her 
presence seemed to excite tke air. It was amazing to kave 
a living breatking girl in our kouse. Ske looked around 
and wkat ske said was: "Ok, I've never seen so many 
kooks!” Wkile ske and my krotker sat at tke table my 
motker was in tke kitcken putting tke food into serving 
bowls and I was going from tke kitcken to tke living room, 
kidding around like a waiter, witk a wkite clotk over my 
arm and a kigk style of service, placing tke serving disk 
of green beans on tke table witk a flourisk. In tke kitcken 
my motker' s eyes were sparkling. Ske looked at me and 
nodded and mimed tke words: "Ske’s adorable!” 

My brotker suffered kimself to be waited on. He was 
wary of wkat we migkt say. He kept glancing at tke girl — 
ker name was Susan — to see if we met witk ker approval. 
Ske worked in an insurance office and was taking courses 
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in accounting at City College. Harold was under a terrible 
strain but lie was excited and kappy too. He kad bougkt a 
bottle of Concord grape wine to go witk tke roast ckicken. 
He keld up kis glass and proposed a toast. My motker 
said: ‘*To good kealtk and kappiness/' and we all drank, 
even L At tkat moment tke pkone rang and I went into 
tke bed room to get it. 

“Jonatkan? Tkis is your Aunt Dora. How is every- 
one?” 

‘‘Fine, tkank you.” 

“I want to ask one last favor of you. I need a letter 
from Dave. Your grandma's very ill. Do you tkink you 
can?” 

“Wko is it?” my motker called from tke living room. 

“Okay, Aunt Dora,” I said quickly. “I kave to go now, 
we're eating dinner.” And I kung up tke pkone. 

“It was my friend Louie,” I said, sitting back down. 
“He didn't know tke matk pages to review. 

Tke dinner was very fine. Harold and Susan wasked 
tke diskes and by tke time tkey were done my motker and 
I kad folded up tke gateleg table and put it back against 
tke wall and I kad swept tke crumbs up witk tke carpet 
sweeper. all sat and and listened to records for a 

wkile and tken my brotker took Susan kome. Tke even- 
ing kad gone very well. 

Once wken my motker wasn't kome my brotker kad 
pointed out sometking: tke letters from Dave weren t real- 
ly necessary. “Wkat is tkis ritual? " ke said, kolding kis 
palms up. “Grandma is almost totally blind, ske s kalf deaf 
and crippled. Does tke situation really call for a literary 
composition? Does it need verisimilitude? ^^^fbuld tke old 
lady know tke difference if ske was read tke pkone book?” 

“Tken wky did Aunt Dora ask me? 

“Tkat is tke question, Jonatkan. Wky did ske? After 
all, ske could write tke letter kerself — wkat difference 
would it make? And if not Dora, wky not Dora's sons, 
tke Amkerst students? Tkey skould kave learned by now 
to write.” 

“But tkey re not Dave's sons, " I said. 

“Tkat' s exactly tke point,” my brotker said. “Tke idea 
is service. Dad used to bust kis balls^^ getting tk em tkings 
wkolesale, getting tkern deals on tkings. Dora oi West- 
ckester^^ really neede d tkings at cost. And Aunt Molly. 
And Aunt Molly's kusband, and Aunt Molly's ex-kus- 
band. Grandma, if ske needed an errand done. He was 
always on tke kook for sometking. Tkey never tkougkt 
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kis time was important. Tkey never tkougkt every favor 
ke got was one ke kad to pay back. Appliances, records, 
watckes, ckina, opera tickets, any goddamn tking. Call 
Dave.” 

“It was a matter of pride to kim to be able to do tkings 
for tkem,” I said. “To kave connections.” 

“ Yeak, I wonder wky,” my brotker said. He looked out 
tke window. 

Tken suddenly it dawned on me tkat I was being 
implicated. 

“You skould use your kead more,” my brotker said. 

Yet I kad agreed once again to write a letter from tke 
desert and so I did. I mai led it off to Aunt Do ra. Af ew 
days later, wken I came kome from sckool, I tkougkt I 
saw ker sitting in ker car in front of our kouse. ske 
drove a black B uick Roadmaster, a very large clean car 
witk wkitewall tires. It was Aunt Dora all ri gkt. ske bl ew 
tke korn wken ske saw me. I went over and leaned in at 
tke window. 

“Hello, Jonatkan, " ske said. “I kaven't long. Can you 
get in tke car?” 

“Mom's not kome,” I said. "Ske' s working. " 

“I know tkat. I came to talk to you.” 

“^^Duld you like to come upstairs?” 

“I can't, I kave to get back to Larckmont. Can you 
get in for a moment, please? " 

I got in tke car. My Aunt Dora was a very pretty wkite- 
kaired woman, very elegant, and ske wore tasteful clotkes. 
I kad always liked ker an Jfr om tke time I was a ckild ske 
kad enjoyed pointing out to everyone tkat I looked more 
like ker son tkan Dave's. Ske wore wkite gloves and keld 
tke steering wkeel and looked straigkt akead as ske tallied, 
as if tke car was in traffic and not sitting at tke curb. 

“Jonatkan,” ske said, “tkere is your letter on tke seat. 
Needless to say I didn't read it to Grandma. I'm giving it 
back to you and I won't ever say a word to anyone. Tkis 
is just between us. I never expected cruelty from you. I 
never tkougkt you were capable of doing sometking so 
deliberately cruel and perverse.” 

I said notking. 

“Your motker kas very bitter feelings and now I see 
ske kas poisoned you witk tkem. Ske kas always resent- 
ed tke family. Ske is a very strong-willed, selfisk person.” 

“No ske isn't,” I said. 

“I wouldn't expect you to agree. Ske drove poor Dave 
crazy witk ker demands. ske always kad tke kigkest aspi- 
rations and ke could never fulfill tkem to k er satisfac- 
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tion. Wken ke still kaJ kis store ke kept your motker^s 
krotker, wko drank, on salary. After tke war wken ke ke- 
gan to make a little money ke kad to kuy Rutk a mink 
jacket kecause ske was so desperate to kave one. He kad 
dekts to pay kut ske wanted a mink. He was a very special 
person my krotker, ke skould kave accomplisked some- 
tking special, kut ke loved your motker and devoted kis 
life to ker. And all ske ever tkougkt akout was keeping 
up witk tke Joneses. 

I watcked tke traffic going up tke Grand Concourse. 
A kunck of kids were waiting at tke kus stop at tke cor- 
ner. Tkey kad put tkeir kooks on tke ground and were 
korsing around. 

“Fm sorry I kave to descend to tkis,” Aunt Dora said. 
'‘I don’t like talking akout people tkis way. if I kave notk- 
good to say akout someone, Fd ratker not say any- 
tking. H ow is Harold?” 

'Fine.” 

'Did ke kelp you write tkis marvelous letter? 

"No.” 

After a moment ske said more softly: "How are you 
all getting along?” 

“Fine.” 

“I would invite you up for Passover if I tkougkt your 
motker would accept.” 

I didn’t answer. 

ske turned on tke engine. “I’ll say good-kye now, 
Jonatkan. Take your letter. I kope you give some time to 
tkinking akout wkat you’ve done. ” 

Tkat evening wken my motker came kome from work 
I saw tkat ske wasn’t as pretty as my Aunt Dora. I usual- 
ly tkougkt my motker was a good-looking woman, kut I 
saw now tkat ske was too keavy and tkat ker kair was 
undistinguisked. 

“Wky are you looking at me? ” ske said. 

“Fm not.” 

“I learned sometking interesting today,” my motker 
said. “We may ke eligikle for a V.A. pension kecause of 
tke time your fatker spent in tke Navy. ” 

Tkat took me ky surprise. Nokody kad ever told me 
my fatker was in tke Navy. 

“In ^(ferld ^(^r I,” ske said, “ke went to Wekk’s Naval 
Academy on tke Harl em River. He was training to ke an 

ensign. But tke war ended and ke never got kis commis- 

. 

Sion. 

After d inner tke tkree of us went tkrougk tke clos- 
ets looking for my fatker ’s papers, koping to find some 



proof tkat could ke filed witk tke Veterans Administra- 
tion. We came up witk two t kings, a Victory medal, wkick 
my krotker said everyone got for keing in tke service dur- 
ing tke Great War, and an astounding sepia pkotograpk 
of my fatker and kis skipmates on tke deck of a skip. Tkey 
were dressed in kell-kottoms and T-skirts and armed witk 
mops and pails, krooms and kruskes. 

“I never knew tkis,” I found myself saying. “I never 
knew tkis. ” 

'You just don’t rememker,” my krotker said. 

I was akle to pick out my fatker. He stood at tke end 
oftk e row, a tkin, kandsome koy witk a full kead of kair, 
a mustacke, and an intelligent’ smiling countenance. 

“He kad a joke,” my motker said. “Tkey called tkeir 
training skip tke S.S. Constipation^ kecause it never 
moved. ” 

Neitk er tke picture nor tke medal was proof of any- 
tking, kut my krotker tkougkt a duplicate of my fatker ’s 
service record kad to ke in Waskington somewkere and 
tkat it was just a matter of learning kow to go akout find- 
ing it. 

“Tke pension wouldn t amount to muck, ” my motker 
said. “Twenty or tkirty doU ars. But it would certainly 
kelp.” 

I took tke picture of my fatker and kis skipmates and 
propped it against tke lamp at my kedside. I looked into 
kis youtkful face and tried to relate it to tke Fatker I 
knew. I looked at tke picture a long time. Only gradually 
did my eye connect it to tke set of Great Sea Novels in 
tke kottom skelf of tke kookcase a few feet away. My 
fatker kad given tkat set to me: it was uniformly kound 
in green witk gilt lettering and it included works ky 
Melville, Conrad, Victor Hugo and Captain Marryat. 
And flying across tke top of tke kooks, jammed in under 
tke sagging skelf akove, was kis old skip’s telescope in its 
wooden case witk tke krass snap. 

I tkougkt kow stupid, and imperceptive, and self- 
centered I kad keen never to kave understood wkile ke 
was alive wkat my fatker's dream for kis life kad keen. 

On tke otker kand, I kad written in my last letter 
from Arizona — tke one tkat kad so angered Aunt Dora — 
sometking tkat mi gkt all OW me, tke writer in tke family 
to soften my judgment of myself. I wi 11 conclude ky giv- 
ing tke letter kere in its entirety. 

Dear Mama, 

Tkis will ke my final letter to you since I kave keen 
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told Ly tke doctors tkat I am dying. 

I kave sold my store at a very fine profit and 
am sending Dora a ckeck for five tkousand dollars 
to ke deposited in your account. My present to you, 
Mamalek. Let Dora skow you tke passkook. 

As for tke nature of my ailment, tke doctors 
kaven t told me wkat it is, kut I know tkat I am 
simply dying of tke wrong life. I skould never kave 
come to tke desert. It wasn t tke place for me. 

I kave asked Rutk and tke koys to kave my kody 
cremated and tke askes scattered in tke ocean. 

Your loving son, 
Dave S 



NOTES ON THE READING 

1 . bronch/t/s; inflammation of the bronchial tubes leading to the lungs, making it 
difficult to breathe 

2. cronies: close friends 

3. opp/io nee jobber: a middle man who acquires appliances (stoves, refrigerators, 
etc., from the manufacturer and sells them to customers 

4. commissions: bonuses made on sales 

5. masochistic inflicting pain on oneself 

6. gate/eg tab/e: a folding table 

7. 78 albums: collections of phonograph records that made 78 revolutions 
per minute on the turntable 

8. at cost no markup in price beyond the actual cost of manufacture 

9. "A stake through the heart couldn't kill her!”: this is the method supposedly 
used to kill vampires 

10. Beth EJ cemetery: a place of burial in New York City for members of the 
Jewish faith 

I 1. tied to his mama's apron strings: totally dependent upon one’s mother for direction 

1 2. Mamaleh: a Yiddish form of address for Mother 

1 3. debi/itoted: weakened 

14. derelict' a homeless, social misfit; a bum 

15. matey: originally applied to sailors who work together on a ship, the term can 
refer to a co-worker or friend 

16. si/ver sterling silver dining utensils (knives, forks, and spoons) used for 
special occasions 

17. suffered himse/f allowed himself 

18. verisimi/itude: something that appears real or genuine 

1 9. bust his balls: (impolite, slang) make a great effort 

20 Westchester: one of the wealthiest counties in the United States 

21. imp/(cated: involved; associated; connected 

22. keeping up with the Joneses: staying on the same material level as one’s neighbors 
or peers; trying to acquiring the same material possessions as one’s friends or 
relatives 

23. horsing around: acting playfully 

24. "Did he help you write this marvelous letter?": Aunt Dora is saying this sarcastically 

25. S.S. Constipation: A play on the name of the famous battleship the S.S. Constitution. 
Constipation occurs when one cannot move one’s bowels. 





QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. what Jo you know about Jonathan's family? 

2. why is Jonathan originally willing to Jo what his Aunt 
Dora asks? 

3. why Joes Jonathan 's brother HarolJ Jislike his aunts so 
much? 

4. why Joes Aunt Dora resent Jonathan’s mother? 

5. How Joes Jonathan come to a better unJerstanJing of who 
his fath er was? 

6. why was Jonathan’s last letter so upsetting to Aunt Dora? 
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A mother talks about Charles, a little boy in 
her son’s kindergarten. From what her son, 
Laurie, tells hen Charles is a rude, naughty child, 
a real problem for the teacher and the other 
children. By comparison, Laurie appears well- 
behaved — at least according to the mother — 
who looks forward to meeting and sympathiz- 
ing with Charles’s mother. 
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Tke day my son Laurie started kindergarten 

ke renounced^ corduroy overalls witk Liks and Leg an wearing Llue jeans witk a Lelt; I watcked kim go off tke first 
morning witk tke older girl next door, seeing clearly tkat an era of my life was ended, my sweet-voiced nursery-sckool 
tot replaced ky a long -trousered, swaggering^ ckaracter wko forgot to stop at tke comer and wave good-kye to me. 

He came kome tke same way, tke front door slamming open, kis cap on tke floor, and tke voice suddenly 
kecome raucous^ skouting, “Isn^t anykody kere?” 

At lunck ke spoke insolently^ to kis fatker, spilled kis Laky sister s milk, and remarked tkat kis teacker said 
we were not to take tke name of tke Lord in vain.^ 

''How was sckool today?” I asked, elakorately casual. 

"All rigkt,” ke said. 

"Did you learn an ytking?” k is fatk er asked. 

Laurie regarded kis fatker coldly. "I didn’t learn notking,” ke said. 

"Anytking,” I said. "Didn’t learn anytking. ” 

“Tke teacker spanked a koy, tkou gk,” La urie said, addressing kis kread and kutter. "For keing fresk, ** ke 
added witk kis moutk full. 

“Wkat did ke do?” I asked. “Wko was it? ” 

"Laurie tkougkt. "It was Ckarl es,” ke said. "He was fresk. Tke teacker spanked^ kim and made kim stand in 
a corner. He was awfully fresk.” 

“Wkat did ke do?” I asked again, kut Laurie slid off kis ckair, took a cookie,^ and left, wkile kis fatker was still 
saying, “See kere, young man.” 
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Tke next Jay Laurie remarked at lunck, as soon as ke 
sat down, Ckarles was kad again today.” He grinned 

enormously and said, “Today Ckarles kit tke teacker.” 
Good keavens, ' I said, mindful of tke Lord's name, 
“I suppose ke got spanked again?” 

“He sure did,” Laurie said. “Look up,” ke said to kis 
fatker. 

“Wkat?” kis fatker said, looking up. 

“Look down,” Laurie said. “Look at my tkumk. Gee, 
you're dumk. '^ He kegan to laugk insanely. 

“Wky did Ckarles kit tke teacker? " I asked quickly. 
^Because ske tried to make kim color witk red cray- 
ons,” Laurie said. 

“Ckarl es wanted to color witk green crayons, so ke kit 
tke teacker and ske spanked kim and said nokody play 
witk ckarles kut everykody did. " 

Tke tkird day — it was Wednesday of tke first week — 
ckarles kounced a seesaw^^ onto tke kead of a little girl 
igj and made ker kleed, and tke teacker made kim stay inside 
all during recess. Tkursday Ckarles kad to stand in a cor- 
ner during storytime kecause ke kept pounding kis feet 
on tke floor. Friday Ckarles was deprived of klackkoard 
privileges kecause ke tkrew ckalk. 

On Saturday I remarked to my kuskand, “Do you 
tkink kindergarten is too unsettling for Laurie? All tkis 
tougkness and kad grammar, and tkis Ckarles koy sounds 
like suck a kad influence.” 

“It'll ke all rigkt, my kuskand said reassuringly. 
Bound to ke people like Ckarles in tke world. Migkt as 
well meet tkem now as later.” 

On Monday Laurie came kome late, full of news. 
“Ckarl es, " ke skouted as ke came up tke kiU; I was wait- 
ing anxiously on tke front step. “Ckarles,” Laurie yelled^ ^ 
aU tke way up tke kill, “Ckarles was kad again. " 

“Come ri gkt in, I said, as soon as ke came close 
enougk. “Lunck is waiting.” 

“You know wkat Ckarles did? " ke demanded, follow- 
ing me tkrougk tke door. “Ckarles yelled so in sckool tkey 
sent a koy in from first grade to tell tke teacker ske kad to 
make Ckarles keep quiet, and so Ckarles kad to stay after 
sckool. And so all tke ckddren stayed to watck kim.” 
“wkat did ke do?” I asked. 

“He just sat tkere,” Laurie said, climking into kis 
ckair at tke takle. “Hi, Pop, y'old dust mop. " 

“Ckarles kad to stay after sckool today,” I told my 
kuskand. “Everyone stayed witk kim.” 

“wkat does tkis ckarles look lie?” my kustanJ 
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asked Laurie. “Wkat's kis otker name?” 

“He's kigger tkan me,” Laurie said. “And ke doesn't 
kave any rukkers^^ and ke doesn't ever wear a jacket.” 
Mond ay nigkt was tke first Parent-Teackers meeting, 
and only tke fact tkat tke kaky kad a cold kept me from 
going; I wanted passionately to meet Ckarles's motker. 
On Tuesday Laurie remarked suddenly, “Our teacker kad 
a friend come see ker in sckool today.” 

ckarles s motker? " my kuskand and I asked simul- 
taneously. 

“Naaak,” Laurie said scornfully. “It was a man wko 
came and made us do exercises; we kad to touck our toes. 
Look.” He climked down from kis ckair and squatted 
down and toucked kis toes. “Like tkis,” ke said. He got 
solemnly kack into kis ckair and said, picking up kis fork, 
‘'Ckarl es didn't even do exercises.” 

“Tkat's fi ne,” I said kea rtdy. “Didn't ckarles want to 
do exercises?” 

“Naaak,” Laurie said. “Ckarles was so fresk to tke 
teacker s friend ke wasn't lei do exercises.” 

“Fresk again?” I said. 

“He kicked tke teacker s friend,” Laurie said. “Tke 
teacker's friend told Ckarles to touck kis toes like I just 
did, and Ckarles kicked kim.” 

“wkat are tkey going to do akout Ckarles, do you 
suppose?” Laurie's fatker asked kim. 

Laurie skrugged elakorately. “Tkrow kim out of 
sckool, I guess, " ke said. 

Wednesday and Tkursday were routine; Ckarles yelled 
during story kour and kit a koy in tke stomack and made 
kim cry. On Friday Ckarles stayed after sckool again, and 
so did all tke otker c kdd ren. 

Witk tke tkird week of kindergarten Ckarles was an 
institution^^ in our family; tke kaky was keing a Ckarles 
wken ske cried all afternoon; Laurie did a Ckarles wken 
ke kUed kis wagon full of mud and pulled it tkrougk tke 
kitcken; even my kuskand, wken ke caugkt kis elkow in 
tke telepkone cord and pulled telepkone, ask tray, and a 
kowl of flowers off tke takle, said, after tke first minute, 
“Looks like Ckarles.” 

During tke tkird and fourtk weeks it looked like a 
reformation in ckarl cs, Liaurie reported grimly at lunck 
on Tkursd ay of tke tkird week, “Ckarles was so good today 
tke teacker gave kim an apple.” 

“Wkat?” I said, and my kuskand added warily, “You 
mean Ckarles?” 

“Ckarles,” Laurie said. “He gave tke crayons around 
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and lie picked up tke kooks afterward and tke teacker said 
ke was ker kelper.” 

“Wkat kappened?” I asked incredulously.^^ 

“He was ker kelper, tkat’s all,” Laurie said, and 
skrugged. 

“Can tkis ke true, akout Ckarles?” I asked my kus- 
kand tkat ni gk. ' “Can sometking like tkis kappen?” 

“^J^it and see,” my kuskand said cynically.’^ “Wken 
youVe got a Ckarles to deal witk, tkis may mean ke’s 
only plotting.” 

He seemed to ke wrong. For over a week Ckarles was 
tke teacker ’s kelper; eack day ke kanded tkings out and 
ke picked tkings up; no one kad to stay after sckool. 

“Tke RT.A. meeting^s^^ next week again,” I told my 
kuskand one evening. “Lm going to find Ckarles’s motker 
tkere.” 

“Ask ker wkat kappened to Ckarles,” my kuskand 
said. “Ld like to know.” 

“i d like to know myself,” I said. 

On Friday of tkat week tkings were kack to normal. 
“You know wkat Ckarles did today?” Laurie demanded at 
tke lunck takle, in a voice sligktly awed. “He told a little 
girl to say a word and ske said it and tke teacker wasked 
ker moutk out witk soap and Ckarles laugked.” 

“Wkat word?” kis f atker asked unwisely, and Laurie 
said, “Lll kave to wkisper it to you, it s so kad.” He got 
down off kis ckair and went around to kis fatker. His 
fatker kent kis kead down and Laurie wkispered joyfully. 
His fatker ^s eyes widened. 

“Did Ckarles tell tke little girl to say tkat?” ke asked 
respectfully. 

"Ske said it twice,” Laurie said. “Ckarles told ker to 
say it twice.” 

“Wkat kappened to Ckarles?” my kuskand asked. 

“Notking,” Laurie said. “He was passing out tke 
crayons.” 

Monday morning Ckarles akandoned tke little girl 
and said tke evil word kimself tkree or four times, getting 
kis moutk wasked out witk soap eack time. He also tkrew 
ckalk. 

My kuskand came to tke door witk me tkat evening 
as I set out for tke RT.A. meeting. “Invite ker over for a 
cup of tea after tke meeting,” ke said. “I want to get a look 
at ker.” 

“if only ske's tkere,” I said prayerfully. 

“Ske’ll ke tkere,” my kuskand said. “I don’t see kow 
tkey could kold a RT.A. meeting witkout Ckarles’s 
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motker. ” 

At tke meeting I sat restlessly, scanning eack com- 
fortakle matronly^^ face, trying to determine wkick one 
kid tke secret of Ckarles. None of tkem looked to me 
kaggard^^ enougk. No one stood up in tke meeting and 
apologized for tke way ker son kad keen acting. No one 
mentioned Ckarles. 

After tke meeting I identified and sougkt out Laurie’s 
kindergarten teacker. Ske kad a plate witk a cup of tea 
and a piece of ckocolate cake: I kad a plate witk a cup of 
tea and a piece of marskmallow cake. We maneuvered^^ 
up to one anotker cautiously, and smiled. 

“I’ve keen so anxious to meet you,” I said. “I’m 
Laurie’s motker. ” 

“We re all so interested in Laurie,” ske said. 

“Well, ke certainly likes kindergarten,” I said, “ke 
talks akout it all tke time.” 

“We kad a little troukle adjusting, tke first week or 
so, ” ske said primly, “kut now ke’s a fine little kelper. Witk 
occasional lapses, of course.” 

“Laurie usually adjusts very quickly,” I said. “I sup- 
pose tkis time it’s Ckarles’s influence.” 

“Ckarles?” 

“Yes, ” I said, laugking, “you must kave your kands 
fulP^ in tkat k indergarten witk Ckarles.” 

“Ckarles?” ske said. “We don’t kave any Ckarles in 
tke kindergarten.” ^ 
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NOTES ON THE STORY 



1. ftoj renounce (He renounced corduroy overalls.): He gave up wearing clothing 
designed for very young children. 

2. swaggering: an arrogant manner of walking 

3. raucous; loud, harsh, rough, noisy 

4. /nso/ent/y: impolitely, rudely 

5. (to) take the name of the Lord in vain: swear or curse; use bad language; blaspheme 

6. fresh: disrespectful; impudent; bold and outspoken 

7. (to) spank: punish by striking or slapping on the buttocks 

8. cookie: a small, crisp, sweet cake baked in the oven 

9. dumb: stupid, unintelligent 

1 0. seesaw: a wooden plank or board that goes up and down 
I I. (to) yell: shout; scream loudly 

12. rubbers: thin rubber overshoes to protect leather shoes from rain and mud 

13. institut/on: something or someone well-established in some customary 
relationship: a habit or custom 

14. incredulously: showing disbelief, unwilling to believe 

15. cynically: distrustfully; sarcastically 

1 6. P.TA. meeting: A meeting of the Parents and Teachers Association. All schools in 
the United States have an organization of parents and teachers. 

17. matronly: pertaining to, or having the characteristics of, a middle-aged 
married woman 

18. haggard: tired -loo king; weary and care-worn 

1 9. (to) maneuver (We maneuvered up to one another): We managed to move 
skillfully through the crowd of people. 

20. lapses: interludes: backsliding; omissions; slips 

2 1 . (to) have your hands full: be very busy; be occupied with many things 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 



1 . wLt kind of family life is pictured in this story? (How do 
Laurie s parents hehave toward each other and to Laurie? 
How does Laurie hehave toward them?) 




3 . How does Laurie let his parents k\ 
Charles is? Describe Charles. 



'now wi 



)hat kind of pi 



lerson 




5 . How does the teacher in the story deal with Charles? 
Do you agree 
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ALICE WALKER 



The poet remembers the role her sister play> 
ed in her life when she was young. Her nar- 
rative traces the changes in their relationship 
as the years passed. 
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Once made a fairy rooster from 

Masked potatoes 

Wkose eyes I forget 

But green onions were kis tail 

And kis two legs were carrot sticks 

A tomato slice kis crown. 

Wko came kome on vacation 

Wken tke sun was kot and cooked and cleaned 

And minded least of all 

Tke ckildren’s questions 

A million or more 

Pouring in on ker 

wko kad keen to sckool 

And knew (and told US too) tkat certain 

W^rds were no longer good 

And taugkt me not to say us for we 

No matter wkat 'Sonny said” up tke 

road. 



FOR MY SISTER MOLLY WHO IN THE FIFTIES 

Knew Hamlet well and read into tke ni gkt 

And coacked me in my songs of Africa 

A continent I never knew 

But learned to love 

Because “tkey” ske said could carry 

A tune 

And spoke in accents never keard 
In Eatonton. 

wko read from Prose and Poetry 

And loved to read “Sam McGee fr om Tennessee ” 

On nigkts tke fire was kurning low 
And Ckristmas wrapped in angel kair* 

And I for one prayed for snow. 



WHO IN THE FIFTIES 

Knew all tke written tkings tkat made 

Us laugk and stories ky 

Tke kour Waking up tke story kuds 

Like fruit. Wko walked among tke flowers 

And krougkt tkem inside tke kouse 

And smelled as good as tkey 

And looked as kri gkt. 

wko made dresses, kraided 

Hair. Moved ckairs akout 

Hung tkings from walls 

Ord ere d katks 

Frowned on wasp kites 

And seemed to know tke endings 

of all tke tales 

I kad forgot. 



WHO OFF INTO THE UNIVERSITY 

Went exploring To London and 
To Rotterdam 
Prague and to Likeria 
Bringing kack tke news to us 
Wkok new none of it 
But followed crops and weatker 
funerals and 

Metkodist Homecoming; 

Easter speeckes, 
groaning ckurck. 

WHO FOUND ANOTHER WORLD 

Anotk er life Witk gentlefolk 

Far less trusting 

And moved and moved and ckanged 
Her name^ 

And sounded precise 

wken ske spoke And frowned away 

Our sloppiskness. 
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WHO SAW US SILENT 

Cursed witk fear A love turning 

Inexpressikle 

And sent me money not for me 
But for ‘‘College.” 

Wko saw me grow tkrougk letters 
Tke words misspelled But not 

Tke longing Stretcking 

Growtk 

Tke tied and twisting 
Tongue 

Feet no longer kare 

skin no longer kurnt against 

Tke cotton. 



WHO BECAME SOMEONE OVERHEAD 

A ligkt A tkousand watts 
Brigkt and also klinding 
And saw my krotkers cloddisk^ 

And me destined to ke 
V^yward"^ 

My motker remote My fatker 

A wearisome farmer 
Witk keartkreaking 
Nails. 



NOTES ON THE POEM 

1. angel hair silky cotton-like fiber derived from glass 

2. changed her name: With the Black Muslim movement in the 1950s, 
some African Americans adopted new names that represented their 
African heritage 

3. claddish: ignorant of proper ways of acting 

4. wayward: unruly; doing the opposite of what is desired, 

5. graping: searching blindly 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. what joyful memories Joes Alice Walker have of 
her sister? 

2. How Joes Molly change after she goes to the 
university? 

3. what images in the poem arouse your imagination? 

4. Was there anyone like Molly in your life? Explain. 

5. How is the sibling relationship JescriheJ in this 
poem Jifferent from the relationships JescriheJ in 
the short story ''Sweet Potato Pie ' (pp. 76) 



FOR MY SISTER MOLLY WHO IN THE FIFTIES 

Found muck 
Unkearakle 

wko walked wkere few kad 
Understood And sensed our 
Groping^ after ligkt 
And saw some extinguisked 
And no doukt mourned. 



FOR MY SISTER MOLLY WHO IN THE FIFTIES 

Left us. S: 
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® WILLIAM SAROYAN 

Nearly everyone looks forward to returning 
honne, and the young nnan in this story is no 
different. He recalls the sights and sounds, and 
even the tastes and snneHs of his childhood: 
and they arouse nnennories of good tinnes 
passed. Now that he has returned, will those 
good times begin again? 
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Tkis valley, ke tkougkt, all tkis country ketween tke mountains 

is mine, kome to me, tke place I dream akout, and everytking is tke same, not a tking is ckanged, water sprin- 
klers still splask in circles over lawns of Bermuda grass, good old kome town, simplicity, reality. 

Walking along Alvin Street ke felt glad to ke kome again. Everytking was fine, common and good, tke smell 
of eartk, cooking suppers, smoke, tke rick summer air of tke valley full of plant growtk, grapes growing, peackes 
ripening, and tke oleander kusk swooning witk sweetness, tke same as ever. He kreatked deeply, drawing tke smell 
of kome deep into kis lungs, smiling inwardly. It was kot. He kad n^t felt kis senses reacting to tke eartk so clean- 
ly and clearly for years; now it was a pleasure even to kreatke. Tke cleanliness of tke air skarpened tke moment 
so tkat, walking, ke felt tke magnificence of keing, glory of possessing sukstance, of kaving form and motion and 
intellect, tke piety of merely keing alive on tke eartk. 

^fkter, ke tkougkt, kearing tke soft splask of a lawn sprinkler; to taste tke water of kome, tke full cool water 
of tke valley, to kave tkat simple tkirst and tkat solid water witk wkick to quenck it, fulfillment, tke clarity of life. 
He saw an old man kolding a kose over some geranium plants, and kis tkirst sent kim to tke man. 

'Good evening,” ke said quietly; "may I kave a drink?” 

Tke old man turned slowly, kis skadow large against tke kouse, to look into tke young man^s face, amazed 
and pleased. “You ket,”^ ke said; “kere,” and ke placed tke kose into tke young man s kands. “Migkty fine water,” 
said tke old man, “tkis water of tke San Joaquin valley;^ kest yet, I guess. Tkat water up in Frisco" makes me sick; 
ain^t got no taste. And down in Los Angeles, wky, tke water tastes like castor oil; I can^t understand kow so many 
people go on living tkere year after year.” 

Wkile tke old man talked, ke listened to tke water falling from tke kose to tke eartk, leaping tkickly, cleanly. 
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sinking swiftly into tke eartk. ''You said it/'^ ke said to 
tke old man; "you said it; our water is tke finest water on 
eartk.” 

He curved kis kead over tke spouting water and kegan 
to drink. Tke sweet rick taste of tke water amazed kim, 
and as ke drank, ke tkougkt, God, tkis is splendid. He 
could feel tke cool water splasking into kis keing, refresk- 
ing and cooling kim. Losing kis kreatk, ke lifted kis kead, 
saying to tke old man, "^(^ke migkty lucky, us folk in tke 
valley. ” 

He kent kis kead over tke water again and kegan again 
to swallow tke splasking liquid, laugking to kimself witk 
deligkt. It seemed as ifk e couldn t get enougk of it into 
kis system; tke more ke drank, tke finer tke water tasted 
to kim and tke more ke wanted to drink. 

Tke old man was amaze l "You drunk akout two 
quarts,” ke said. 

Still swallowing tke water, ke could kear tke old man 
talking, and ke lifted kis kead again, replying, "I guess 
so. It sure tastes kne.” He wiped kis moutk witk a kand- 
kerckief, still kolding tke kose, still wanting to drink more. 
Tke wkole valley was in tkat water, all tke clarity, all tke 
genuineness, all tke goodness and simplicity and reality. 

"Man alive, said tke old man. “You sure was tkirsty. 
How long since you kad a drink, anyway?” 

"Two years,” ke replied. "I mean two years since I kad 
a drink of tkis water. I keen away, traveling around. I just 
got kack. I was korn kere, over on G Street in Russian 
town; you know, across tke Soutkem Pacific^ tracks; keen 
away two years and I just got kack. Migkty kne too, let 
me tell you, to ke kack. I like tkis place. Lm going to get 
a jok and settle down.” 

He kung kis kead over tke water again and took sev- 
eral more swallows; tken ke kanded tke kose to tke old 
man. 



“You sure was tkirsty,” said tke old man. "I ain't never 
seen anykody anywkere drink so muck water at one time. 
It sure looked good seeing you swallow all tkat water.” 
He went on walking down Alvin Street, kumming 
to kimself, tke old man staring at kim. 

Nice to ke kack, tke young man tkougkt; greatest 
mistake I ever made, coming kack tkis way. 

Everytking ke kad ever done kad keen a mistake, and 
tkis was one of tke good mistakes. He kad come soutk 
from San Francisco witkout even tkinking of going kome; 
ke kad tkougkt of going as far soutk as Merced,^ stop- 
ping tkere awkile, and tken going kac k, kut once ke kad 




got into tke country, it kad keen too muck. It kad keen 
great fun standing on tke kigkway in kis city clotkes, 
kitckkiking. 

One little city after anotker, and kere ke was walking 
tkrougk tke streets of kis kome town, at seven in tke even- 
ing. It was great, very amusing; and tke water, splendid. 

He wasn't far from town, tke city itself, and ke could 
see one or two of tke taller kuildings, tke Pacikc Gas & 
Electric Building, all lit up witk colored ligkts, and anotk- 
er, a taller one, tkat ke kadn't seen kefore. Tkat's a new 
one, ke tkougkt; tkey put up tkat one wkile I was away; 
tkings must ke kooming.^ 

He turned down Fulton Street and kegan walking 
into town. It looked great from wkere ke was, far away 
and nice and small, very genuine, a real quiet little town, 
tke kind of place to live in, settle down in, marry in, 
kave kome, kids, a jok, and all tke rest of it. It was all 
ke wanted. Tke air of tke valley and tke water and tke 
reality of tke wkole place, tke cleanliness of life in tke 
valley, tke simplicity of tke people. 

In tke city everytking was tke same: tke names of 
tke stores, tke people walking in tke streets, and tke slow 
passing of automokiles; koys in cars trying to pick up 
girls; same as ever, not a tking ckanged. He saw faces ke 
kad known as a koy, people ke did not know ky name, 
and tken ke saw Tony Rocca, kis old pal, walking up tke 
street toward kim, and ke saw tkat Tony recognized kim. 
He stopped walking, waiting for Tony to come into kis 
presence. It was like a meeting in a dream, strange, 
almost incredikle. He kad dreamed of tke two of tkem 
playing kooky^ from sckool to go swimming, to go out to 
tke county fair, to sneak into a moving -picture tkeater; 
and now kere ke was again, a kig fellow witk a lazy, easy- 
going walk, and a genial Italian grin. It was good, and ke 
was glad ke kad made tke mistake and come kack. 

He stopped walking, waiting for Tony to come into 
kis presence, smiling at kim, unakle to speak. Tke two 
koys skook kands and tken kegan to strike one anotker 
witk affection, laugking loudly, swearing at one anotker. 
“Wkere tke kell kave you keen?” Tony said; and ke 
puncked^^ kis friend in tke stomack, laugking loudly. 

"Old Tony, " ke said, “good old punckdrunk*^ Tony. 
God, it's good to see you. I tkougkt mayke you'd ke dead 
ky tkis time. Wkat tke kell kave you keen doing?” He 
dodged*^ anotker punck and struck kis friend in tke ckest. 
He swore in Italian at Tony, using words Tony kad taugkt 
kim years ago, and Tony swore kack at kim in Russian. 
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“IVe got to go out to tke kouse,” ke said at last. “Tke 
folks don't know I'm kere. I've got to go out and see tkem. 
I'm dying to see my krotker Paul. " 

He went on down tke street, smiling akout Tony. Tkey 
would ke kaving a lot of good times togetker again; tkey 
migkt even go swimming again tke way tkey did as kids. 
It was great to ke kack. 

^OKalking ky stores, ke tkougkt of kuying kis motker 
a small gift. A little gift would please tke old lady. But 
ke kad little money, and all tke decent tkings were expen- 
sive. I'll get ker sometking later, ke tkou gkt. 

He turned west on Tul are Street, crossing tke Soutk- 
ern Pacific tracks, reac ked G Street, tk en turned soutk. 
In a few minutes ke would ke kome again, at tke door of 
tke little old kouse; tke same as ever; tke old woman, tke 
old man, kis tkree sisters, and kis kid krotker, all of tkem 
in tke kouse, living simple lives. 

He saw tke kouse from a distance of akout a klock, 
and kis keart kegan to jump. He felt suddenly ill and 
afraid, sometking ke kad forgotten akout tke place, akout 
tkat life wkick ke kad always kated, sometking u gly and 
mean. But k e wa Iked on, moving slower as ke came clos- 
er to tke kouse. Tke fence kad fallen and no one kad fixed 
it. Tke kouse suddenly appeared to ke very ugly, and ke 
wondered wky in tke kell tke old man didn't move to a 
ketter kouse in a ketter neigkkorkood. Seeing tke kouse 
again, feeling all its old rea lity, all k is katred for it re- 
turned, and ke kegan to feel again tke longing to ke away 
from it, wkere ke could not see it. He kegan to feel, as 
ke kad felt as a koy, tke deep inarticulate^^ katred ke kad 
for tke wkole city,, its falseness, its meanness, tke stu- 
pidity of its people, tke emptiness of tkeir minds, and it 
seemed to kim tkat ke would never ke akle to return to 
suck a place. Tke water; yes, it was good, it was splen- 
did; kut tkere were otker tkings. 

He walked slowly Lefore tke kouse, looking at it as 
ifke migkt ke a stranger, feeling alien^^ and unrelated to 
it, yet feeling tkat it was kome, tke place ke dreamed 
akout, tke place tkat tormented kim wkerever ke went. 
He was afraid someone migkt come out of tke kouse and 
see kim, kecause ke knew tkat if ke was seen, ke migkt 
find kimself running away. Still, ke wanted to see tkem, 
all of tkem, kave tkem kefore kis eyes, feel tke full pres- 
ence of tkeir kodies, even smell tkem, tkat old strong 
Russian smell. But it was too muck. He kegan to feel 
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katred for everytking in tke city, and ke walked on, going 
to tke corner. Tkere ke stood keneatk tke street lamp, 
kewildered^^ and disgusted, wanting to see kis krotker Paul, 
to talk to tke koy, find out wkat was going on in kis mind, 
kow ke was taking it, keing in suck a place, living suck 
a life. He knew kow it kad keen witk kim wken ke kad 
keen kis krotker's age, and ke koped ke migkt ke akle to 
give kis krotker a little advice, kow to keep from feeling 
tke monotony*^ and tke ugliness ky reading. 

He forgot tkat ke kadn't eaten since kreakfast, and 
tkat ke kad keen dreaming for montks of eating anotker 
of kis motker s meals, sitting at tke old takle in tke 
kitcken, seeing ker, large and red-faced and serious and 
angry toward kim, loving kim, kut ke kad lost kis appe- 
tite. He tkougkt ke migkt wait at tke corner; perkaps 
kis krotker would leave tke kouse to take a walk and ke 
would see tke koy an d talk to k im. Paul, ke would say, and 
ke would talk to tke koy in Russian. 

Tke stillness of tke valley kegan to oppress^® kim, 
losing its piety, kecoming merely a form of tke va Iley’s 
monotony. 

Still, ke couldn't go away from tke kouse. From tke 
corner ke could see it, and ke knew tkat ke wanted to go 
in and ke among kis people, a part of tkeir lives; ke knew 
tkis was wkat ke kad wanted to do for montks, to knock 
at tke door, emkrace kis motker and kis sisters, walk 
across tke floors of tke kouse, sit in tke old ckairs, sleep 
in kis ked, talk witk kis old man, eat at tke takle. 

And now sometking ke kad forgotten wkile ke kad 
keen away, sometking rea lU u gly in tkat life, kad come 
up swiftly, ckanging everytking, ckanging tke appearance 
and meaning of tke kouse, tke city, tke wkole valley, mak- 
ing it all ugly and unreal, making kim wisk to go away 
and never return. He could never come kack. He could 
never enter tke kouse again and go on witk kis life wkere 
ke kad left off. 

Suddenly ke was in tke alley, climking over tke fence, 
walking tkrou gk tke yard. His motker kad planted toma- 
toes, and peppers, and tke smell of tke growing plants 
was tkick and acrid^^ and very melanckoly to kim. Tkere 
was a ligkt in tke kitcken, and ke moved quietly toward 
it, koping to see some of tkem witkout keing seen. He 
walked close to tke kouse, to tke kitcken window, and 
looking in saw kis youngest sister, Martka, wasking 
diskes. He saw tke old takle, tke old stove, and Martka, 
witk ker kack turned to kim; and all tkese tkings seemed 
so sad and so patketic tkat tears came to kis eyes, and ke 
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Legan to need a cigarette. He struck a matck quietly on 
tke kottom of kis skoe and inkaled tke smoke, looking 
at kis little sister in tke old kouse, a part of tke monot- 
ony. Everytking seemed very still, very clear, terrikly sad; 
kut ke koped kis motker would enter tke kitcken; ke 
wanted to kave anotker look at ker. He wanted to see if 
kis keing away kad ckanged ker muck. How would ske 
look? ^^^Duld ske kave tkat angry look? He felt angry 
witk kimself for not keing a good son, for not trying to 
make kis motker kappy, kut ke knew it was impossikle. 

He saw kis krotker Paul enter tke kitcken for a drink 
of water, and for a moment ke wanted to cry out tke koy s 
name, everytking tkat was good in kim, all kis love, rusk- 
ing to tke face and form of tke koy; kut ke restrained kim- 
self, inkaling deeply, tigktening kis lips. In tke kitcken, 
tke koy seemed lost, kewildered, imprisoned. Looking at 
kis krotker, ke kegan to cry softly. 

He no longer wisked to see kis motker. He would 
kecome so angry tkat ke would do sometking crazy. He 
walked quietly tkrougk tke yard, koisted^^ kimself over tke 
fence, and jumped to tke alley. He kegan to walk away, kis 
grief mounting in kim. Wken ke was far enougk away not 
to ke keard, ke kegan to sok, loving tkem passionately and 
kating tke ugliness and monotony of tkeir lives. He felt 
kimself kurrying away from kome, from kis people, cry- 
ing kitterly in tke d arkness of tke clear nigkt, weeping 
kecause tkere was notking ke could do, not one con- 
founded tiling. ^ 



NOTES ON THE READING 

1. you bef Yes: of course; sure 

2. Son Joocfuin; A river in central California. 

3. Fr/sco = San Francisco. 

4. you said it I agree with what you said 

5. Mon alive: an exclamation showing surprise 

6. Southern Pacific a railroad line. 

7. Merced: A city in central California. 

8. booming: prospering economically 

9. playing hooky: unapproved absence from school 

1 0. sweor/ng: using bad language 

1 1. punching: hit with one’s fist (in this case in a playful manner) 

1 2. punchdrunk: a term applied to boxers in reference to their slow reactions and 
unclear speech brought on by too many blows taken to their head during fights 

1 3. dodge: avoid 

14. inort/cu/ate: not spoken about 

1 5. alien: strange 

1 6. bewi/dered: confused 

1 7- monotony: a dull condition where nothing changes 

18. oppress: (to) burden or make unpleasant 

1 9. acrid: sharp 

20. hoisted: lifted 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. why JiJ the young man return to his home town? Does the 
author provide a direct explanation or is one implied? 

2. The old man and the young man speak a colloquial variety of 
American English that is sometimes ungrammatical Find 
three examples of colloquial usages in their conversation and 
give a standard English equivalen t of th e colloquialism. 

3. what do you think the young man means hy thinking that 
coming home was the ''greatest mistake” he had ever made? 



4. The story might he divided into two sections: one before the 
young man sees the house and the other after. How does the 
author use the young man ’s attitude toward the city the 
people, and the young man’s family to establish a mood in 
each section? Find specific examples of how they are descrip- 
tively treated in each section. 

5. what advice did the young man want to give his brother? 
Why? 
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In this short story, a widowed-father tries to 
redefine his relationship with his daughter, 
Jessica. While he becomes involved in activi- 
ties of girls her age, Jessica remains apart, hop- 
ing to keep her relationship with her father the 
same as it was when her mother was alive. 
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At tke Astrod ome/ Nolan Ry an is skaving tke corners.^ 

He's going tkrougk tke Giants^ in order. Tke radio announcer is not even mentioning tkat, tkrou gk tke sixtk/ 
tke Giants, kaven't kad a kit. Tke Ks^ mount. Tonigkt, Nolan passes tke Big Train^ and becomes tke all-time 
strikeout king.^ Ryan is almost as old as I am, and ke still tkrows notking but smoke. His fast ball is an aspirin; 
batters seem to tear tkeir tendons lunging for kis curve. 

My daugkter, Jessica, and I kave season tickets, but tonigkt ske's kome listening and Fm in tke basement of 
St. Anne's Ckurck, watcking Kay Randall's fingertips. Kay is bolding ker bands out from ker ckest, ker finger- 
tips touching. Her fingers move a little as s ke talks, and I can bear ker nails click wken tkey meet. Tkat's kow 
close Fm sitting. 

Kay is talking about “bridging’ '; tkat’ s wkat ker arcked fingers represent. 

“Bridging," ske says, “is tke way Brownies® become Girl Scouts.^ It's a slow, steady process. It s not easy, but 
we allow a wkole year for bridging. " 

Eleven girls in brown jumpers, witk orange ties at tkeir necks, are imitating Kay as ske talks. Tkey bold tkeir 
stumpy, ckewed fingertips out and bridge tkem; so do I. 

I brought tke paste tonigkt, and tke stick-on gold stars, and tke thread for sewing buttonholes. 

“I feel a little awkward, " Kay Randall said on tke phone, “asking a man to do these errands. . .but tkat s my prob- 
lem, not yours. Just bring tke supplies and try to be at tke ckurck meeting room a few minutes before seven." 

I arrived a half hour early. 

“You're off your rocker," Jessica said. Ske begged me to drop ker at tke Astrodome on my way to tke Girl 
Scout meeting. “After tke game. I'll meet you at tke main souvenir stand on tke frst level. Tkey stay open an 
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kour after tke game. Til ke all rigkt. Tkere are cops and 
uskers every five yards.” 

Ske can’t kelieve tkat I am missing tkis game to per- 
form my functions as an assistant Girl Scout leader. Our 
Girl Scout kattle kas keen going on for two montks. 

'‘Girl Scouts is stupid,” Jessica says. “Wko wants to 
sell cookies and sew kuttons and walk around wearing 
stupid old kadges.” 

Wken ske agreed to go to tke first meeting, I was so 
kappy tkat I volunteered to kecome an assistant leader. 
Aft er tke meeting, Jessica went directly to tke car, tke way 
ske does after sckool, after a kirtkday party, after a kail 
game, after anytking. A straigkt line to tke car. No jak- 
kering witk girlfriends, no smiles, no dallying, just ri gk 
to tke car. Ske slid into tke kad seat, kelted in, and kraced 
kerself for destruction. 

I skrugged aside a tkousand years of stereotypes^^ and 
accepted my assistant leader’s packet and credentials. 

I m sure tkere kave keen otker men in tke move- 
ment,” Kay said. “We just kaven’t kad any in our district. 
It will ke good for tke girls.” 

Not for my Jessica. sk e won’t kridge, ske won’t kudge. 

“I know wky you’re doing tkis,” ske said. “You tkink 
tkat kecause I don’t kave a motker, Kay Randall and tke 
Girl Scouts will kelp me. Tkat’s crazy. And I know tkat 
Skaron is supposed to ke like a motker, too. Wky don’t 
you just leave me alone.” 

Skaron is Jessica’s tkerapist. Jessica sees ker twice a 
week. Skaron and I kave a meeting once a montk. 

“We k ave a lot of sky girls, Kay Randall told me. 

Scouting krings tkem out. Believe me, it’s kard to stay 
sky wken you’re nine years old and you’re skaring a tent 
witk four otker girls. You kave to count on eack otker, 
you kave to communicate.” 

I imagined Jessica zipping up ker sleeping kag, mum- 
kling good nigkt to anyone wko said it to ker first, and 
tken closing ker eyes and kating me for sending ker out 
among tke kappy. 

“Ske likes all sports, especially kasekall,” I told my 
leader. 

“Tkere’ s room for kasekall in scouting, ” Kay said. 
Once a year, tke wkole district goes to a game. Tkey men- 
tion us on tke kig scorekoard.” 

“Jessica and I go to all tke kome games. We re real 
fans.” 

Kay smiled. 

“Tkat’ s wky I want ker in Girl Scouts. You know, I 




want ker to go to tkings witk ker girlfriends, instead of 
always kanging around witk me at kail games.” 

“I understand,” Kay said, “it’s part of kridging.” 
Witk Skaron, tke word is “separation anxiety. 
Tkat’s tke fast kall;^^ “kridging”^^ is tke curve. Amid all 
tkeir magic words, I feel as if Jessica and I were standing 
at kome plate klin dfolded. 

Wkile I await Kay and tke memkers of Troop 111, 
District 6, I eye Saint Anne in ker grotto and Saint 
Gregory and Saint Tkomas.^^ Tkeir kands are folded as 
if tkey started out kridging and ended up praying. 

In Octoker, tke principal sent Jessica kome from 
sckool kecause Mrs. Simmons caugkt ker in spelling 
class listening to tke W)rld Series tkrougk an earpkone. 

“It’s against tke sckool policy,” Mrs. Simmons said. 
“Jessica understands sckool policy. We confiscated^ radios 
and send tke ckild kome.” 

“I’m glad,” Jessica said. “It was a ckeap-o radio. 
Now I can watck TV witk you.” 

Tkey sent ker kome in tke mi ddle of tke sixtk game. 
I let ker stay kome for tke seventk, too. 

Tke Brewers are ker favorite American League 
team.d^ Ske lik es Rollie Fingers, and especially Rokin 
Yount. 

Does Yount go in tke kole Letter tkan Harvey 
Kuenn^d^ use d to?” 

“You Let,” I told k er. “Kuenn was never a great field- 
er, kut ke could kit .300^^ witk kis eyes closed.” 

Kuenn was tke Brewers’ manager. He kas an artifi- 
cial leg and could karely make it up tke dugout steps, kut 
wken I was Jessica’s age and tke Tigers^ were my team, 
Kuenn used to stand at tke plate, tap tke corners witk kis 
kat, spit some tokacco juice, and knock liners up tke alley. 
Ske took it kard wken tke B rewers lost. 

“if Fingers kadn’t keen kurt tkey would kave squasked 
tke Cards, wouldn’t tkey?” 

I agreed. 

“But, I m glad for Andujar. 

We kad Andujar’s autograpk. Once, we met kim at a 
McDonald’s. He was a relief pitcker tken, and an erratic 
ri gk-k ander, tkougk in St. Louis ke improved. I was kap- 
py to get kis name on a napkin. Jessica skook kis kand. 

One ni gk, aft er I kad read ker a story, ske said, 
“Daddy, if we were rick, could we go to tke away games, 
too? I mean, if you didn’t kave to ke at work every day?” 
“Prokakly we could, I said, “kut wouldn’t it get kor- 
ing? We’d kave to stay at kotels and eat in restaurants. 
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Even tke players get sick of it.” 

“Are you kidding,” ske said. “Fd never get sick of it.” 
“Jessica kas fantasies of keing witk you forever, fol- 
lowing kasekall or wkatever,” Skaron says. “All ske's try- 
ing to do is please you. Since ske lost ker motker, ske feels 
tkat you and ske are alone in tke world. Ske doesn't want 
to let anyone or anytking else into tkat unit, tke two of 
you. Ske's afraid of any more losses. And, of course, ker 
greatest worry is akout losing you.” 

“You know,” I tell Skaron, “tkat's pretty muck kow 
I feel too.” 

“Of course it is,” ske says. “Fm glad to kear you say 
it.” 



skaron is glad to kear me say almost an ytk ing. wk en 
I explain tkat k er $100- a-week fee would kuy a lot of 
peanut-kutter sandwickes, ske says ske is ' glad to kear” 
me expressing my anger. 

“Skaron's not fooling me,” Jessica says. “I know tkat 
ske tkinks drawing tkose pictures is supposed to make me 
feel ketter or sometking. You're just wasting your money. 
Tkere's notking wrong witk me.” 

“It's a long, difkcvJt, expensive process, ' Skaron says. 
“You and Jessica kave lost a lot. Jessica is going to kave to 
learn to trust tke world again. It would kelp if you could 
do it, too.” 

So I decide to trust Girl Scouts. First Girl Scouts, 
tken tke world. I make my stand at tke meeting of Kay 
Randall's Fingertips. Wkile Nolan Ryan kreaks ^5^alter 
Joknson's strikeout record^ and pitckes a two-kit skutout, 
I kand paste and tkread to nine-year- olds wko are sticking 
and sewing tkeir lives togetker in ways Jessica and I can't. 



Scouting is not altogetker new to me. I was a Cuk 
Scout. I owned a klue keanie, and I rememker my den 
motker,^^ Mrs. Clark, very well. A den motker made per- 
fect sense to me tken, and still does. Mayke tkat’ s wky 
I don t feel uncomfortakle keing a Girl Scout assistant 
leader. 

Wekad no den fatk er. Mr. Clark was only a pkoto- 
grapk on a wall in tke tiny living room wkere we keld our 
weekly meetings. Mr. Clark kad keen killed in tke Korean 
His son, Jokn, was in tke troop. Jokn was stocky, 
kut Mrs. Clark was kuge. Ske couldn't sit on a regular 
ckair, only on a couck or a stool witkout sides. Ske was 
tke caskier in tke convenience store keneatk tkeir apart- 
ment. Tke story we keard was tkat ^55alt, tke old man wko 
owned tke store, felt sorry for ker and gave ker tke jok. 




He was ker landlord, too. Ske sat on a swivel stool and 
rang up tke purckases. 

We met at tke store and watcked wkile ske locked tke 
door; tken we followed ker up tke steep staircase to ker 
tkree-room apartment. Ske carried two wet glass kottles 
of milk. Her kody took up tke entire widtk of tke stair- 
case. ske passed tke kanisters tke way trucks pass eack 
otker on a narrow kigkway. 

We were ten years old, a time wken everytking is 
funny, especially fat people. But I don't rememker ever 
laugking akout Mrs. Clark. Ske kad great dignity and 
ckaracter, and so did Jokn. I didn't know wkat to call it 
tken, kut I k new Jokn was someone you could always 
trust. 

sk e passed out milk and cookies; tken Jokn collect- 
ed tke cups and wasked tkem. Tkey did n't kave a tel e vi- 
sion set. Tke only decoration in tke room tkat k arely 
keld all of US was Mr. Clark's picture on tke wa 11. We saw 
kim in kis uniform, and we knew ke kad died in Korea 
defending kis country. We were little koys in klue kean- 
ies, drinking milk in tke apartment of a kero. Tkrougk 
tkat aura I came to scouting. I wanted Kay Randall to 
kave all of Mrs. Clark's dignity. 

wken ske takes a deep kreatk and tken kridges, Kay 
Randall k as noticeakle armpits. Her wide skoulders nar- 
row into a tiny rik cage. Her armpits are like kridges. 
Ske says “kridging " as if it were a mantra, kolding ker 
kands kefore ker for akout tkirty seconds at tke start of 
eack meeting. 

“A promise is a promise, " I told Jessica. “I signed up 
to ke a leader and Fm going to do it, witk you or witk- 
out you.” 

“But you didn't even ask me if I liked it. You just 
signed up witkout talking it over. " 

“Tkat's true. Tkat's wky I'm not going to force you 
to go along. It was my ckoice.” 

“Wkat can you like akout it? I kate Mel issa Randall. 
Ske always kas a cold.” 

“Her motker is a good leader.” 

“How do you know? " 

“Ske's my koss. I kave to like ker, don't I?” 

I kugged Jessica. “C'mon, koney, give it a ckance. 
wkat do you kave to lose? " 

“if you make me go I'll do it, kut if I kave a ckoice 
I won't. " 

Every otker Tuesday, Maria, tke fifteen-year- old 
Greek girl wko lives on tke corner, kakysits Jessica wkile 
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I go to tke Scout meetings. We talk akout field trips and 
akout kow to earn merit kadges. Tke girls giggle wken 
Kay pins a “Ready Helpers” kadge on me, my first merit 
award. 

Jessica tkin ks it’s kil arious. Ske tells me to wear it 
to work. 

Sometimes, wken I watck Jessica krusk ker kair and 
tie ker ponytail and make ker lunck, I start to tkin k tkat 
mayke I skould just relax and stop tke tkerapy and tke 
scouting and all my not-so-suktle attempts to get ker to 
invite friends over. I start to tkink tkat, in spite of every- 
tking, ske’s a good student and ske’s got a sense of kumor. 
Ske’s karely nine years old; ske’ll grow up, just as every- 
one does. Jokn Clark did it witkout a fatker; ske’ll do it 
. witkout a motker. I start to wonder if Jessica seems to 
tke girls in ker class wkat Jokn Clark seemed to me: dig- 
mified, serious, almost an adult, even wkile we were play- 
ing I admired kim; mayke tke girls in ker class admire 
ker. But Jokn kad tkat kero on tke wall, kis fatk er in a 
uniform, dead for reasons Jokn and all tke rest of us 
understood. My Jessica kad to explain a neurological dis- 
ease tkat ske couldn’t even pronounce. “I kate it wken 
people ask me akout Mom,” ske said. “I just tell tkem 
skefeU off tke Empire State Building. ” 

Before our first field trip, I go to Kay’s kouse for a 
planning session. We re going to collect wildflowers in 
East Texas. It’s a one-day trip; I arranged to rent tke 
sckool kus. 

I told J essica tkat ske could go on tke trip even tkougk 
ske wasn’t a memker, kut ske refused. 

sit on colonial furniture in Kay’s den. Ske krings 
in coffee and we go over tke list of sacket supplies 
Anotker troop is joining ours, so tkere will ke a kus load 
among tke kluekonnets — twenty-two girls, tkree women, 
and me. 

“We kave to ke sure tke girls understand tkat tke klue- 
konnets tkey pick are on private land and tkat we kave per- 
mission to pick tkem. Otkerwise, tkey migkt go pick tkem 
from along tke roadside, wkick is against tke law. ” 

I imagine all twenty-two of tkem kekind kars for pick- 
ing kluekonnets, and Jessica laugking wkile I scramkle 
for Lail money. 

I keep noticing Kay’s kands. I notice tkem as ske 
pours coffee. As ske ckecks off tke items on tke list, as ske 
gestures. I keep expecting ker to kridge. Ske kas large, 
solid, confident kands. wken ske finiskes kridging, I 



sometimes feel like clapping, tke way people do after tke 
national antkem. 

“I admire you,’ ’ ske tells me. “I admire you for going 
akead witk Scouts even tkougk your daugkter rejects it. 
Ske’ll get a lot out of it indirectly, from you.” 

Kay is tkirty-tkree, divorced, and kas two dau gkt ers. 
One is a Blue Bird;^^ tke older, Melissa, is one of tke 
stukky-fingered girls. Jessica is rigkt; Melissa always kas 
a cold. 

Kay teackes fiftk grade and kas keen divorced for tkree 
years. I am tke first assistant ske’s ever kad. 

“My kuskand. Bill, never kelped witk Scouts,” Kay 
says. “He was pretty muck turned off to everytking except 
kis kusiness and drinking. Wken we separated, I can’t kon- 
estly say I missed kim; ke’d never keen tkere. I don 't tkink 
tke girls miss kim, eitker. He only sees tkem akout once 
a montk. He kas girlfriends, and kis kusiness is doing 
very well. I guess ke kas wkat ke wants.” 

“And you?” 

Ske uses one of tkose wonde rful kands to move tke 
kair away from ker eyes, a gesture tkat makes ker seem 
very young. 

“I guess I do, too. I’ve got tke girls and my jok. I’m 
lonesome tkougk. ” 

We kotk tkink akout wkat mi gkt kave keen as we sit 
keside ker glass coffee pot witk our lists of supplies tkat 
tke girls will need to make sackets witk tkeir flowers, if 
ske were Bark ra Streisand and I were Rokert Redford,^^ 
and tke music started playing in tke kackground to give 
us a clue, and tkere were a long close-up of our lips, we 
migkt just fade into middle age togetker. But Melissa calls 
for Mom, kecause ker mosquito kite is kleeding wkere ske 
kas scratcked it. And I kave an angry daugkter waiting 
at kome for me. All Kay and I kave in common is Girl 
Scouts. We are kotk smart enou gk to k now it. wk en 
Kay looks at me kefore going to put alcokol on tke mos- 
quito kite, our mutual sadness drips from us like tke last 
drops of coffee tkrougk tke grounds. 

“You really missed sometking tonigkt,” Jessica tells 
me. Tke Astros did a doukle steal. I’ve never seen one 
kefore. In tke fourtk, tkey sent kotk Tkon and Moreno, 
and Moreno stole kome.” Ske knows katting averages 
and won-lost percentages, too, just like tke old er koys. 
But tkey go out to play; Jessica stays in and waits for me. 

During tke field trip, wkile tke girls pick tke flowers, 
I tkink akout Jessica at kome, prokakly keside tke radio. 
Juana, our once-a-week cleaning lady, agreed to work on 
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Saturday so tkat ske could stay witk Jessica wkile I took 
tke all-d ay field trip. 

It was no small event. In tke eigkt montks since Vicki 
kad died, I kad not yet gone away for an entire day. 

I made waffles^^ in tke waffle iron for Jessica kefore 
I left, kut ske kardly ate. “if you want anytking, just ask 
Juana.” 

“Juana doesn’t speak Englisk.” 

“Ske understands; tkat’s enougk.” 

“Mayke for you it’s enougk.” 

Honey, I told you, you can come. Tkere’s plenty of 
room on tke kus. It’s not too late for you to ckange your 
mind.” 

It s not too late for you, eitker. Tkere’s going to ke 
plenty of otker leaders tkere. You don’t kave to go. You’re 
just doing tkis to ke mean to me. ” 

I was ready for tkis. I kad spent an kour witk Skaron 
steeling myself. “Before ske can leave you,” Skaron said, 
you 11 kave to skow ker tkat you can leave. Notking’s 
going to kappen to ker. And don’t let ker ke sick tkat day.” 

Jessica is too smart to puU tke “I don’t feel good ” rou- 
tine. Instead, ske kecame more silent and more unkappy- 
looking tkan usual. Ske stayed in ker pajamas wkile I 
wasked tke diskes and got ready to leave. 

I kadn t noticed tke sadness as it was coming upon 
Jessica. It must kave kappened gradually, in tke years of 
Vicki’ s decline, tke years wken I paid so little attention to 
my daugkter. At times, Jessica seemed to recognize tke 
trutk more tkan I did. 

As my Scouts picked tkeir wildflowers, I rememkered 
tke last outing I kad planned for Jessica, Vicki, and me. 
It was to kave keen a Fourtk of July picnic witk some 
friends in Austin. I stopped at tke kank and witkdrew 
$150 in cask for tke long weekend. But wken I came 
kome, Vicki was too sick to move and tke air-conditioner 
kad kroken. I called our friends to cancel tke picnic: tken 
I took Jessica and me to tke mall to kuy a fan. I kougkt 
tke kiggest one tkey kad, a kfty-ei gkt -inck model tkat 
sounded like a kurricane. It could cool 10,000 square 
feet, kut it wasn’t enougk. Vicki was kome sitting klankly 
in front of tke TV set. Tke fan could move eigkt tons of 
air an kour, kut I wanted it to save my wife. I wanted a 
fan that would klow tke wkole eartk out of its orkit. 

I kad $50 left. I gave it to J essica and told ker to 
kuy anytking ske wanted. 

Wkenever you’re sad, Daddy, you want to kuy me 
tkings.” Ske put tke money kack in my pocket. “It won’t 
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kelp.” ske was seven years old, kolding my kand tigktly 
in tke appliance department at J. C. Penney’s. 

I watcked Melissa sniffle among tke wildflowers, and 
I identified various flowers for Carol and JoAnn and Sue 
and Linda and Rekecca, wko were ky now used to me and 
treated me pretty muck as tkey treated Kay. I noticed 
tkat tke flower kook tkey were using kad very accurate 
pkotograpks, making it easy to identify tke klue konnets 
and kuttercups and poppies. Tke Scouts also found sev- 
eral varieties of wild grasses. 

Vfe were only seventy miles from kome, on some land 
a kealtky rancker kad long ago donated to tke Girl Scouts. 
Tke girls, kending among tke flowers, seemed to kave keen 
quickly transformed ky tke colorful meadow. Tke giggl ers 
and monotonous singers on tke kus were now, like tke 
kees, sucking strengtk from tke keauty around tkem. Kay 
was in tke midst of tkem, and so, I realized, was I, not 
watcking and keeping score and admiring from a distance, 
kut participating, kecoming a player. 

JoAnn and Carol sneaked up from kekind me and 
dropped some dandelions down my kack. I ckased tkem; 
tken I kelped tke otker leaders pour tke Kool-Aid and 
distrikute tke Baggies^"^ and tke name tags for eack girl’s 
flowers. 

My daugkter is kome listening to a kail game, I 
tkougkt, and I’m out kere kaving fun witk nine-year- 
olds. My life is upside down. 

wken I came kome, witk dandelion fragments still 
on my kack, Juana kad cleaned tke kouse and I could 
smell tke taco sauce in tke kitcken. Jessica was in ker 
room. I suspected tkat ske kad spent tke day listless and 
tearful, altkougk I kad ur ged k er to invite a friend over. 

“I kad a lot of fun, koney, kut I missed you. ” 

ske kugged me and cried against my skoulder. I felt 
like kolding ker tke way I used to wken ske was an infant, 
tken I kad rocked ker to sleep. But ske was a kig girl now, 
and ske needed not sleep kut wa keful ness. 

“I keard on tke news tkat tke Rocket s^^ signed Ralpk 
Sampson, ske sokked, “and you kardly ever take me to 
any pro kasketkall games.” 

“But if tkey kave a new center, tkings will ke differ- 
ent. Witk Sampson, we ll ke contenders. Sure, I’ll take 
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you. 

“Promise? ” 

“Promise.” I promise to take you everywkere, my love- 
ly ckild, and tken to leave you. I’m learning to ke leader. 
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NOTES ON THE SHORT STORY 

1. Astrodome; professional baseball stadium where the Houston Astros play 

2. No/on Ryon is shoving the corners: the pitcher is throwing the ball at an 
extremely fast pace 

3. G/onts; name of the baseball team 

4. s/xth; the sixth inning in the baseball game (total of 9 innings) 

5. Ks: name of the competing baseball team 

6. the Big Troin: nickname for baseball player Walter Johnson 

7. oil-time strikeout king: record-holder for “striking” players out, or throwing the 
ball in such a skillful manner that they cannot hit it 

8. firown/es: a branch of the Girl Scouts organization for girls aged 6-8 

9. Girl Scouts: a scouting program for girls in which they learn practical skills for 
cooking, camping, etc., as well as leadership and other positive values 

10. "/ shrugged oside o thousond yeors of stereotypes/": I ignored the fact that 
assistant leaders of Girl Scouts are usually women. 

1 1. ‘"seporotion onxiety"’: fear of leaving one you love 

12. fost boll: metaphor to describe something that’s difficult to overcome 

13. “bridging”: bonding 

14. curve: a ball pitched so that it deviates from a normal or expected course 

15. I eye Soint Anne in her grotto ond Soint Gregory ond Soint Thomos: I notice the 
statues of the Christian saints on display 

1 6. con/iscote; to seize as if by authority 

17. cheop-o-rodio: not of good quality 

18. Brewers: Milwaukee, Wisconsin’s baseball team 

19. Americon Leogue Teom: of the two leagues in American professional baseball 

20. Horvey Kuenn: former baseball star 

21. hit .300: of all the times the player was at bat, he had a hit 30% of the time 

22. Tigers: baseball team for Detroit, Michigan 

23. Cords: baseball team for St. Louis, Missouri 

24. Andujor: pitcher for the St. Louis team 

25. Wotter Johnson’s strikeout record: Walter Johnson struck out more batters than 
any other pitcher in American baseball. 

26. Cub Scout male version of the Girl Scouts (see #8) 

27. den mother: the woman in charge of the activities of a den (a small group of Cub 
Scouts which meets separately from the large group) 

28. Koreon Wor: (1950 — 1953) the conflict between North Korea and South 

Korea, 

in which American and U.N. soldiers fought on the side of South Korea 

29. montro: a verbal formula to invoke mystical powers 

30. sochet supplies: scented materials to be put inside of fabric bags to give a 
pleasant smell to whatever they are placed near 

3 1 . Blue Bird: a scout member 

32. If she were Borbro Streisond ond I were Robert Bedford”: a reference to the 
intense lovers In the movie “The Way We Were” 

33. woffles: a crisp cake of batter baked in a waffle iron 

34. Boggfes: brand-name for a small, transparent plastic bag 

35. Rockets: name of professional basketball team 

36. Rolph Sompson: professional basketball player 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. what Joes ridging ’mean in the story? What different 
examples of bridging Joes the story give? 

2. Describe Jessica? Why Jo you think she acts the way she 
Joes? Explain. 

3. How well are the father and daughter coming to terms with 
the mother’s death? Explain. 

4. why Joes the father remain active in Girl Scouts when 
Jessica is clearly uninterested? 

5. what is the significance of the many sports figures who are 
mentioned in the story? 
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® DIANEGLANCY 

A young Native American woman fondly re- 
members her father; who was uprooted from 
his native culture but lived with dignity in an 
alien setting. 




It’s kard you know witkout tke kuffalo, 
tke skaman/ tke arrow, 
kut my fatker went out eack day to kunt 
as tkougk ke kad tkem. 

He worked in tke stockyards. 

All kis life ke krougkt us meat. 

No one marked kis first kill, 
no one sang kis kuffalo song.^ 

Witkout a vision ke kad migrated to tke city 
and went to work in tke packing kouse.^ 
Wken ke krougkt kome kis korns and kides 
my motker said 
get rid of tkem. 

I rememker tke animal tracks of kis car 
out tke drive in snow and mud, 
tke aeriak on kis old car waving 
like a kow string. 

I rememker tke silence of kis lost power, 
tke re dt uffalo painted on nis ckest. 

Ok, I couldn’t see it 

kut it was tkere, and in tke nigkt I keard 
kis kuffalo grunts like a snore. ^ 



^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ O » <}< ty ^ : 



NOTES ON THE POEM 

1. ihutnun: the priest or "medicine man” in traditional Native American cultures 
who used magic to cure the sick and to control events 

2. buffalo song: ceremonial song marking the first kill of a buffalo by a young 
Native American male 

3. packing house: the place where meat is processed and packaged 

4. • aerial: the aerial of a car radio 



ERIC 

hiaifaiifftaiTiaaa 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION: 

1 . what double meaning does the title have? 

2 . Describe the father's relationship with his wife and 
his daughter, 

3 . what metaphors can you find in the poem? 
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@ EUDORAWELTY 

Sister works at the China Grove Post Office, 
and now as a result of the experiences she 
relates in this story, she lives at the R O. too. 
In humorous terms, she describes the most 
dysfunctional of dysfunctional families. Do fam- 
ily members really act this way toward one 
another? 
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I was getting along fine witk Mama, Papa- Daddy 

and Uncle Rondo until my sister Stella-Rondo just separated from ker kuskand and came kack kome again. Mr. 
Wkitaker! Of course I went witk Mr. Wkitaker first, wken ke first appeared kere in ck ina Grove, taking "Pose 
Yourself ” pkotos, and Stella-Ro ndo kroke us up. Told kim I was one-si ded.‘ Bigger on one-side tkan tke otker, 
wkick is a delikerate, calculated falsekood: Fm tke same. Stella-Rondo is exactly twelve montks to tke day 
younger tkan I am and for tkat reason ske's spoiled. 

Ske's always kad anytking in tke world ske wanted and tken ske’d tkrow it away. Papa-Daddy gave ker tkis 
gorgeous Add-a-Pearl necklace wken ske was eigkt years old and ske tkrew it away playing kasekall wken ske was 
nine, witk only two pearls. 

So as soon as ske got married and moved away from kome tke first tking ske did was separate! From Mr. 
wkitaker! Tk is pkotograpker witk tke popeyes ske said ske trusted. Came kome from one of tkose towns up in 
Illinois and to our complete surprise krougkt tkis ckild of two. 

Mama said ske like to make ker drop dead for a second.^ "Here you kad tkis marvelous klonde ckild and never 
so muck as wrote your motker a word akout it,” says Mama. "Fm tkorougkly askamed of you.” But of course ske 
wasn’t. 

Stella-Rondo just calmly takes off tkis kat, I wisk you could see it. Ske says, "Wky, M ama, Skirley-T.’s 
adopted, I can prove it.” 

"How?” says Mama, kut all I says was, “H’m!” Tkere I was over tke kot stove, trying to stretck two ckick- 
ens over five people and a completely unexpected ckild into tke kargain, witkout one moment’s notice. 

Wkat do you mean ‘H’m!’?” says Stella-Rondo, and Mama says, “I keard tkat, Sister.” 
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I said tkat ok, I didn't mean a tking, only tkat wko- 
ever Skirley-T. was, ske was tke spit-image^ of Papa-Daddy 
if ke'd cut off kis keard, wkick of course ke'd never do in 
tke world. Papa-Daddy's Mama's papa and sulks. 

Stella-Rondo got furious! Ske said, “Sister, I don't 
need to tell you you got a lot of nerve and always did kave 
and I'll tkank you to make no future reference to my 
adopted ckild wkatsoever. " 

“Very well," I said. “Very well, very well. Of course I 
noticed at once ske looks like Mr. Wkitaker's side too. 
Tkat frown. Ske looks like a cross ketween Mr. Wkitaker 
and Papa-Daddy.'"^ 

“Well, all I can say is ske isn’t. ” 

“Ske looks exactly like Skirley Temple to me," says 
Mama, kut Skirley-T. just ran away from ker. 

So tke first tk ing Stella-Rondo did at tke takle was 
turn Papa-Daddy against me. 

“Papa- Daddy," ske says. He was trying to cut up kis 
meat. “Papa-Daddy! " I was taken completely ky surprise. 
Papa- Daddy is akout a million years old^ and's got tkis long 
long keard. “Papa-Daddy, Sister says ske fails to under- 
stand wky you don't cut off your keard.” 

So Papa-Daddy lays down kis knife and fork! He's real 
rick. Mama says ke is, ke says ke isn't. So ke says, “Have 
I keard correctly? You don't understand wky I don't cut off 
my keard? " 

“Wky,” I says, “Papa- Daddy, of course I understand, I 
did not say any suck of a tking, tke idea!” 

He says, “Hussy! 

I says, “Papa- Daddy, you know I wouldn't any more 
want you to cut off your keard tkan tke man in tke moon. 
It was tke fartkest tking from my mind! Stella-Rondo 
sat tkere and made tkat up wkile ske was eating kreast 
of ckicken.” 

But ke says, “So tke postmistress fails to understand 
wky I don't cut off my keard. Wkick jok I got you tkrougk 
my influence witk tke government. 'Bird's nest' is tkat 
wkat you call it?” 

Not tkat it isn't tke next to smallest RO. in tke 
entire state of Mississippi. 

I says, “Ok, Papa-Daddy,” I says, “I didn't say any 
suck of a tking, I never dreamed it was a kird's nest, I kave 
always keen grateful tkou gk tk is is tke next to smallest 
P.O. in tke state of Mississippi, and I do not enjoy keing 
referred to as a kussy ky my own grandfatker. " 

But Stella-Rondo says, “Yes, you did say it too. Any- 
kody in tke world could of keard you, tkat kad ears.” 
“Stop rigkt tkere,' says Mama, looking at ker. 

So I pulled my napkin straigkt kack tkrougk tke nap- 



kin ring and left tke takle. 

As soon as I was out of tke room Mama says, “Call 
ker kack, or ske'U starve to deatk,” kut Papa-Daddy says, 
“Tkis is tke keard I started growing on tke Coast wken I 
was fifteen years old.” He would of gone on till ni gktfall 
if Skirley-T. kadn't lost tke Milky Vky ske ate in Cairo.^ 

So Papa-Daddy says, “I am going out and lie in tke 
kammock, and you can all sit kere and rememker my 
words: I'll never cut off my keard as long as I live, even 
one inck, and I don't appreciate it in you at all. " Passed 
ri gk ty me in tke kail and went straigkt out and got in 
tke kammock. 

It would ke a koliday. It wasn't five minutes kefore 
Uncle Rondo suddenly appeared in tke kail in one of 
Stella-Ro n do's flesk -colored kimonos,^ all cut on tke 
kias, like some tking Mr. Wkitak er prokakly tkou gk was 
gorgeous. 

“Uncle Rondo!” I says. “I didn't know wko tkat was! 
Wkere are you going?” 

“Sister, " ke says, “get out of my way, Tm poisoned.” 

“if you're poisoned stay away from Papa-Daddy,” I 
says. “Keep out of tke kammock. Papa-Daddy will certain- 
ly keat you on tke kead if you come witkin forty miles of 
kim. He tk inks I delikerately said ke ougkt to cut off kis 
keard after ke got me tke P.O., and I've told kim and told 
kim, and ke acts like ke just don't kear me. Papa-Daddy 
must of gone stone deaf.” 

“He picked a fine day to do it tken,” says Uncle 
Rondo, and kefore you could say “Jack Rokinson flew 
out in tke yard. 

wkat ke'd really done, ke'd drunk anotker kottle of 
tkat prescription. He does it every single Fourtk of July 
as sure as skooting, and it's korrikly expensive. Tk en ke 
falls over in tke kammock and snores. So ke insisted on 
zizgagging rigkt on out to tke kammock, looking like a 
kalf-wit. 

Papa-Daddy woke up witk tkis korrikle yell and rigkt 
tkere witkout moving an inck ke tried to turn Uncle 
Rondo against me. I keard every word ke sai d. Ok, ke told 
Uncle Rondo I didn't learn to read till I was eigkt years 
old and ke didn't see kow in tke world I ever got tke mail 
put up at tke P.O., muck less read it all, and ke said Uncle 
Rondo could only fatkom tke lengtks ke kad gone to get 
me tkat jok! And ke said on tke otk er kand ke tkougkt 
Stella-Ro ndo kad a krilliant mind and deserved credit 
for getting out of town. All tke time ke was just lying 
tkere swinging as pretty as you please and looping out 
kis keard, and poor Uncle Rondo was pleading witk kim 
to slow down tke kammock, it was making kim as dizzy 
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as a witck to watck it. But tkat's wkat Papa- Daddy likes 
akout a kammock. So Uncle Rondo was too dizzy to get 
turned against me for tke time keing. He's Mama's only 
krotker and is a good case of a one-track mind.^^ Ask any- 
kody. A certified pkarmacist. 

Just tken I keard Stella-Rondo raising tke upstairs 
window. W^kile ske was married ske got tkis peculiar idea 
tkat it's cooler witk tke windows skut and locked. So ske 
kas to raise tke window kefore ske can make a soul kear 
ker outdoors. 

So ske raises tke window and says, Ok! You would 
kave tkougkt ske was mortally wounded. 

Uncle Rondo and Papa-Daddy didn't even look up, 
kut kept rigkt on witk wkat tkey were doing. I kad to 
laugk. 

I flew up tke stairs and tkrew tke door open! I says, 
“Wkat in tke wide world's tke matter. Stella-Rondo! You 
mortally wounde J?” 

“No, " ske says, “I am not mortally wounded kut I 
wisk you would do me tke favor of looking out tkat win- 
dow tkere and telling me wkat you see." 

So I skade my eyes and look out tke window. 

“I see tke front yard, " I says. 

“Don't you see any kuman keings? ske says. 

“I see Uncle Rondo trying to run Papa-Daddy out of 
tke kammock. I says. “Notking more. Naturally, it s so 
suffocating-kot in tke kouse, witk all tke windows skut 
and locked, everykody wko cares to stay in tkeir ri gkt 
mind will kave to go out and get in tke kammock kefore 
tke Fourtk of July is over." 

“Don't you notice anytking different akout Uncle 
Rondo? " asks Stella- Ro ndo. 

“Wky, no, except ke's got on some terrikle-looking 
flesk-colored contraption^^ I wouldn t ke found dead in, 
is all I can see, " I says. 

“Never mind, you wont ke found dead in it, kecause 
it kappens to ke part of my trousseau, and Mr. Wkitaker 
took several dozen pkotograpks of me in it, says Stella- 
Rondo. “Wkat on eartk could Uncle Rondo mean ky 
wearing part of my trousseau out in tke kroad open day- 
ligkt witkout saying so muck as *Kiss my foot,' k nowing 
I only got kome tkis morning after my separation and 
kung my negligee up on tke katkroom door, just as ner- 
vous as I could ke?" 

“I'm sure I don't know, and wkat do you expect me 
to do akout it?" I says. “Jump out tke window? " 

“No, I expect notking of tke kind. I simply declare 
tkat Uncle Rondo looks lite a fool in it, tkat's all," ske 
says. “It makes me sick to my stomack." 







“Well, ke looks as good as ke can,” I says. “As good 
as anykody in reason could. " I stood up for Uncle Rondo, 
please rememker. And I said to Stella-Rondo, “I tkink I 
would do well not to criticize so freely if I were you and 
came kome witk a two -year- old ckild I kad never said a 
word akout, and no explanation wkatever akout my sep- 
aration. " 

“I asked you tke instant I entered tkis kouse not to 
refer one more time to my adopted ckild, and you gave 
me your word of konor you would not, was all Stella- 
Rondo would say, and started pulling out every one of 
ker eyekrows witk some ckeap Kress tweezers. ^ 

So I merely slammed tke door kekind me and went e 
down and made some green-tomato pickle. Somekody kad 
to do it. of course Mama kad turned kotk tke Negroes 
loose; ske always said no eartkly power could kold one 
anyway on tke Fourtk of July, so ske wouldn't even try. o 
It turned out tkat Jaypan fell in tke lake and came witk- [ 
in a very narrow limit of drowning. ^ 

So Mama trots in. Lifts up tke lid and says, “H m! (1^ 
Not very good for your Uncle Rondo in kis precarious p 
condition, I must say. Or poor little adopted Skirley-T. 

Skame on you! " i 

Tkat made me tired. I says, “Well, Stella-Rondo kad , 
ketter tkank ker lucky stars it was ker instead of me came ^ 
trotting in witk tkat very peculiar-looking ckild. Now if 
it kad keen me tkat trotted in from Illinois and krougkt 
a peculiar-looking ckild of two, I skudder to tk ink of tke 
reception I'd of got, muck less controlled tke diet of an 
entire family.” 

“But you must rememker, Sister, tkat you were never 
marrie d to Mr. Wkitak er in tke first place and didn't go 
up to Illinois to live,” says Mama, skaking a spoon in 
my face, “if you kad I would of keen just as overjoyed to 
see you and your little adopted girl as I was to see Stella 
Rondo, wken you wound up witk your separation and 
came on kack kome. " 

“You would not,” I says. 

“Don't contradict me, I would, says Mama. 

But I said ske couldn't convince me tkougk ske talked 
till ske was klue in tke face. Tken I said, “Besides, you 
know as well as I do tkat tkat ckild is not adopted. 

“Ske most certainly is adopted,” says Mama, stiff as 
a poker. 

I says, “Wky, Mama, Stella-Rondo kad ker just as 
sure as anytking in tkis world and just too stuck up^^ to 
admit it.” 

“Wky, Sister,” said Mama. “Here I tkougkt we were 
going to kave a pleasant Fourtk of July, and you start rigkt 
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out not Lelieving a word your own LaLy sister tells you!” 

“Just like Cousin Annie Flo. Went to ker grave deny- 
ing tke facts of life,” I remind Mama. 

“I told you if you ever mentioned Annie Flo' s name 
rd slap your face,” says Mama, and slaps my face. 

“All ri gilt, you wait and see,” I says. 

“I, says Mama, “/ prefer to take my ckildren's word 
for anytking wken it's kumanly possikle.” You ougkt to 
see Mama, ske weigks two kundred pounds and kas real 
tiny feet. 

Just tk en sometking perfectly korrikle occurred to me. 
^ “Mama,” I says, “can tkat ckild talk?” I simply kad 

E to wkisper! “Mama, I wonder if tkat ckild can ke — you 
know — in any way? Do you realize,” I says, “tkat ske 
kasn't spoken one single, solitary word to a kuman keing 
up to tkis minute? Tkis is tke way ske looks,” I says, 

0 and I looked like tkis. 

^ ^(^11, Mama and I just stood tkere and stared at eack 

^ otker. It was korrikle! 

I rememker well tkat Joe Wkitaker frequently drank 
p like a ksk, says Mama. I kelieved to my soul ke drank 

^ ckemicals. And witkout anotker word ske marckes to tke 

1 foot of tke stairs and calls Stella-Rondo. 

\ “Stella-Rondo? O-o-o-o-o! Stella-Rondo!” 

I ^'Wkat?” says Stella-Rondo from upstairs. Not even 

tke grace to get up off tke ked. 

“Can tkat ckild of yours talk?” asks Mama. 

Stella-Rondo says, “Can ske wkat?” 

“Talk! Talk!” says Mama. “Burdykurdykurdykurdy!” 
So Stella-Rondo yells kack, “Wko says ske can't talk?” 

“Sister says so,” says Mama. 

You didn t kave to tell me, I know wkose word of 
konor don't mean a tking in tkis kouse,” says Stella- 
Rondo. 

And in a minute tke loudest Yankee voice I ever keard 
in my life yells out, “OE'm Pop-OE tke Sailor-r-r-r Ma- 
a-an! and tken somekody jumps up and down in tke 
up“stairs kail. In anotker second tke kouse would of 
fallen down. 

“Not only talks, ske can tap dance!” calls Stella- 
Rondo. “Wkick is more tkan some people I won't name 
can do.” 

“Wky, tke little precious darling tking!” Mama says, 
so surprised. “Just as smart as ske can ke!” Starts talking 
kakytalk^^ ri gkt tk ere. Tken ske turns on me. “Sister, you 
ougkt to ke tkorougkly askamed! Run upstairs tkis instant 
and apologize to Stella-Rondo and Skirley-T” 

“Apologize for wkat?” I says. “I merely wondered if 
tke ckild was normal, tkat's all. Now tkat ske's proved 
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ske is, wky, I kave notking furtker to say.” 

But Mama just turned on ker keel and flew out, furi- 
ous. Ske ran rigkt upstairs and kugged tke kaky. Ske ke- 
lieved it was adopted. Stella-Rondo kadn't done a tking 
kut turn ker against me from upstairs wkile I stood tkere 
kelpless over tke kot stove. So tkat made Mama, Papa- 
Daddy and tke kaky all on Stella-Rondo's side. 

Next, Uncle Rondo. 

I must say tkat Uncle Rondo kas keen marvelous to 
me at various times in tke past and I was completely un- 
prepared to ke made to jump out of my skin, tke way it 
turned out. Once Stella-Rondo did sometking perfectly 
korrikle to kim — kroke a ckain letter^^ from Flanders 
Field — and ke took tke radio kack ke kad given ker and 
gave it to me. Stella-Rondo was furious! For six montks 
we all kad to call ker Stella instead of Stella-Rondo, or 
ske wouldn t answer. I always tkougkt Uncle Rondo kad 
all tke krains of tke entire family. Anotker time ke sent 
me to Mammotk Cave,^^ witk all expenses paid. 

But tkis would ke tke day ke was drinking tkat pre- 
scription, tke Fourtk of July. 

So at supper Stella-Rondo speaks up and says ske 
tkinks Uncle Rondo ougkt to try to eat a little sometking. 
So finally Uncle Rondo said ke would try a little cold kis- 
cuits and ketckup, kut tkat was all. So ske krougkt it to 
kim. 

Do you tkink it wise to disport^^ witk ketckup in 
Stella-Ro n do's flesk -colored kimono?” I says. Trying to 
ke considerate! if Stella-Rondo couldn't watck out for 
ker trousseau, somekody kad to. 

“Any okjections?'' asks Uncle Rondo, just akout to 
pour out all tke ketckup. 

“Don't mind wkat ske says. Uncle Rondo,” says 
Stella-Ro ndo. Sister kas keen devoting tkis solid after- 
noon to sneering out my kedroom window at tke way 
you look.” 

“Wkat's tkat?” says Uncle Rondo. Uncle Rondo kas 
got tke most terrikle temper in tke world. Anytking is 
liakle to make kim tear tke kouse down if it comes at tke 
wrong time. 

So Stella-Rondo says, “Sister says, ^Uncle Rondo 
certainly does look like a fool in tkat pink kimono! "' 

Do you rememker wko it was really said tkat? 

Uncle Rondo spills out all tke ketckup and jumps out 
of kis ck air and tears off tke kimono and tkrows it down 
on tke dirty floor and puts kis foot on it. It kad to ke sent 
all tke way to Jackson to tke cleaners and repeated. 

“So tkat's your opinion of your Uncle Rondo, is 
it?” ke says. “I look like a fool, do I? Well, tkat's tke last 
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straw. A wkole Jay in tkis kouse witk notking to Jo, an J 
tken to kear you come out witk a remark like tkat kek inJ 
my kack! ”^^ 

“I JiJn’t say any suck of a tking, Uncle Ron Jo,” I 
says, “anJ Fm not saying wko JiJ, eitker. Wky, I tkink 
you look all rigkt. Just try to take care of yourself anJ 
not talk anJ eat at tke same time,” I says. “1 tkink you 
ketter go lie Jown.” 

' Lie Jown my foot,”^^ says Uncle RonJo. I ou gkt to 
of known ky tkat ke was fixing to Jo sometking perfect- 
ly korrikle. 

So ke JiJ n t Jo anytking tkat nigkt in tke precari- 
ous state ke was in — just playeJ Casino witk Mama anJ 
Stella-RonJo anJ Skirley-T. anJ gave Skirley-T. a nick- 
el witk a keaJ on kotk siJes. It tickleJ ker nearly to 
Jeatk, anJ ske calleJ kim "Papa.” But at 6:30 A.M. tke 
next morning, ke tkrew a wkole five -cent package of some 
unsol J one-inck firecrackers from tke store as karJ as ke 
coulJ into my keJroom anJ tkey every one went off. Not 
one kaJ one in tke string. AnykoJy else, tkere'J ke one 
tkat woulJn't go off. 

^(^11, Fm just terrikly susceptible to noise of any kinJ, 
tke Joctor kas always tol J me I was tke most sensitive per- 
son ke kaJ ever seen in kis wkole life, anJ I was simply 
prostrate J.^ I coulJn't eat! People tell me tkey kearJ it as 
far as tke cemetery, anJ ol J Aunt Jep Patterson, tkat ka J 
keen kolJing ker own so gooJ, tkougkt it was JuJgment 
Day^"^ anJ ske was going to meet ker wkole family.^^ It's 
usually so quiet kere. 

AnJ Fll tell you it JiJn t take me any longer tkan a 
minute to make up my minJ wkat to Jo. Tkere I was 
witk tke wkole entire kouse on Stella-RonJo's siJe anJ 
turneJ against me. if I kave anytking at all I kave priJe. 

So I just JeciJeJ FJ go straigkt Jown to tke P.O. 
Tkere's plenty of room tkere in tke back, I says to myself. 

Wellll make no bones abouP^ letting tke family catck 
on to wkat I was up to. I JiJn't try to conceal it. 

Tke first tking tkey knew, I marckeJ in wkere tkey 
were all playing OlJ MaiJ anJ pulleJ tke electric oscil- 
lating fan out by tke plug, anJ everytking got real kot. 
Next I snatckeJ tke pillow FJ Jone tke neeJlepoint on 
rigkt off tke Javenport from Lek in J Papa-DaJJy. He 
went "Ugk!” I beat Stella-RonJo up tke stairs anJ final- 
ly founJ my ckarm bracelet in ker oureau drawer unJer 
a picture of Nelson E JJy.^^ 

“So tkat's tke way tke lanJ lies,” says Uncle RonJo. 
Tkere ke was, piecing on tke kam.^ ® ‘Well” Sister, I’ll ke 
glad to donate my army cot if you got any place to set it 
up, providing you’ll leave rigkt tkis minute and let me 
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get some peace.” Uncle RonJo was in France. 

“Tkank you kinJly for tke cot anJ peace' is karJly 
tke worJ I woul J select if I kaJ to resort to firecrackers at 
6:30 a.m. in a young girl's beJroom,” I says back to kim. 
“AnJ as to wkere I intenJ to go, you seem to forget my 
position as postmistress of Ckina Grove, Mississippi,” I 
says. “I've always got tke P.O.” 

Well, tkat maJe tkem all sit up anJ take notice. 

I went out front anJ starteJ Jigging up some four- 
o'clocks^^ to plant arounJ tke P.O. 

“Ak-ak-ak!” says Mama, raising tke winJow. “Tkose 
kappen to be my four-o clocks. Everytking planteJ in tkat 
star is mine. I've never known you to make anytking grow 
in your life. " 

“\fery well, " I says “But I take tke fern. Even you, 
Mama, can't stan J tkere anJ Jeny tkat Fm tke one water- 
eJ tkat f ern. AnJ I kappen to know wkere I can senJ in 
a box top^^ anJ get a packet of one tkousanJ mixeJ see Js, 
no two tke same kinJ, free.” 

“Ok wk ere? " Mama wants to know. 

But I says, “Too late. You tenJ to your kouse, an dm 
tenJ to mine. You kear tking s like tkat all tke time if you 
know kow to ksten to tke raJio. Perfectly marvelous offers. 
Get anytking you want free.” 

Sol kope to tell you I marckeJ in anJ got tkat raJio, 
anJ tkey coulJ of all bit a nail in two, especially Stella- 
RonJo, tkat it useJ to belong to, anJ ske well knew ske 
coulJn't get it back, I'J sue for it like a skot. AnJ I very 
politely took tke sewing mackine motor I kelpeJ pay tke 
most on to give Mama for Ckristmas back in 1929, anJ 
a gooJ big calenJar, witk tke first aiJ remeJies on it. Tke 
tkermometer anJ tke Hawaiian ukulele certainly were 
kfuUy mine, anJ I stooJ on tke step-laJJer anJ got all 
my watermelon-rinJ preserves anJ every fruit anJ veg- 
etakle I'J put up,^^ every jar. Tken I began to ptJl tke tacks 
out of tke bluebirJ wall vases on tke arckway to tke Jin- 
ing room. 

“Wko tolJ you you coulJ kave tkose. Miss Priss?” 
says Mama, fanning as karJ as ske coulJ. 

“I bougkt 'em anJ I'll keep track of 'em,” I says. “I'U 
tack 'em up one on eack siJe tke post office win Jow, anJ 
you can see 'em wken you come to ask me for your mail, 
if you're so JeaJ to see 'em.” 

“Not I! Fll never Jarken tke Joor to tkat post office 
again if I live to be a kunJreJ,” Mama says. “Ungrateful 
ckJJl After all tke money we spent on you at tke Normal.” 
“Me eitker,” says Stella-Ro nJo. “You can just let my 
maJ lie tkere anJ rot, for all I care. Fll never come anJ 
relieve you of a single, solitary piece. 
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“I skoulJ worry,” I says. “AnJ wko you tkink's going 
to sit down and write you all tkose kig fat letters and post- 
cards, ky tke way? Mr. Wkitaker? Just kecause ke was tke 
only man ever dropped down in Ckina Grove and you got 
kim — unfairly — is ke going to sit down and write you a 
lengtky correspondence after you come kome giving no 
rkyme nor reason wkatsoever for your separation and no 
explanation for tke presence of tkat ckild? I may not kave 
your krilliant mind, kut I fail to see it.” 

So Mama says, “Sister, IVe told you a tkousand times 
tkat Stella-Rondo simply got komesick, and tkis ckild is 
far too kig to ke kers,^ and ske says, “Now, wky don t 
you all just sit down and play Casino?” 

Tken Skirley-T. sticks out ker tongue at me in tkis 
perfectly korrikle way. Ske kas no more manners tkan 
tke man in tke moon. I told ker ske was going to cross 
ker eyes like tkat some day and tkey’d stick. 

It s too late to stop me now,” I says. “You skould kave 
tried tkat yesterday. Tm going to tke P.O. and tke only 
way you can possikly see me is to visit me tkere.” 

So Papa-Daddy says, “You'll never catck me setting 
foot in tkat post office, even if I skould take a notion into 
my kead to write a letter some place.” He says, “I won't 
kave you reackin out of tkat little old window witk a pair 
of skears and cuttin' off any keard of mine. I'm too smart 
for you!” 

''"We all are,” says Stella-Rondo. 

But I said, “if you're so smart, wkere's Mr. 
wkitaker? " 

So tken Uncle Rondo says, “I'll tkank you from now 
on to stop reading all tke orders I get on postcards and 
telling everykody in Ckina Grove wkat you tkink is tke 
matter witk tkem,” kut I says, “I draw my own conclu- 
sions^^ and will continue in tke future to draw tkem.” I 
says, if people want to write tkeir inmost secrets on penny 
postcards, tkere's notking in tke wide world you can do 
akout it. Uncle Rondo.” 

^And if you tkink we ll ever write anotker postcard 
you're sadly mistaken,” says Mama. 

“Cutting off your nose to spite your face^^ tken, " I 
says. “But if you're all determined to kave no more to 
do witk tke U.S. mail, tkink of tkis: Wkat will Stella- 
Rondo do now, if ske wants to tell Mr. Wkitaker to come 
after ker? " 

“^{^k!” says Stella-Rondo. I knew ske'd cry. Ske kad 
a conniption kt^ rigkt tkere in tke kitcken. 

“It will ke interesting to see kow long ske kolds out,” 
I says. “And now — I am leaving.” 

“Good kye,” says Uncle Rondo. 
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“Ok, I declare,” says Mama, “to tkink tkat a family 
of mine skould quarrel on tke Fourtk of July, or tke day 
after, over Stella-Rondo leaving old Mr. Wkitaker and 
kaving tke sweetest little adopted ckild! It looks like we'd 
all ke glad!” 

“Wak!” says Stella-Rondo, and kas a fresk connip- 
tion fit. 

He left her — you mark only words,” I says. “Tkat's 
Mr. wkitaker. I know Mr. Wkitaker. After all, I knew kim 
first. I said from tke keginning ke'd up and leave ker. I 
foretold every single tking tkat's kappened.” 

“Wkere did ke go?” asks Mama. 

“Prokakly to tke Nortk Pole, if ke knows wkat's good 
for kim,” I says. 

But Stella-Rondo just kawled^^ and wouldn't say an- 
otker word, ske flew to ker room and slammed tke door. 

Now look wkat you ve gone and done. Sister,” says 
Mama. “You go apologize.” 

“I kaven't got time. I'm leaving,” I says. 

“Well, wkat are you waiting around for?” asks Uncle 
Rondo. 

So I just picked up tke kitcken clock and marcked 
on, witkout saying “Kiss my foot” or anytking, and never 
did tell Stella-Rondo good-kye. 

Tkere was a girl going along on a little wagon rigkt 
in front. 

“Girl,' I says, “come kelp me kaul tkese tkings down 
tke kill. I'm going to live in tke post office.” 

Took ker nine trips in ker express wagon. Uncle 
Rondo came out on tke porck and tkrew ker a nickel. 

And tkat's tke last I've laid eyes on any of my fami- 
ly or my family laid eyes on me for five solid days and 
nigkts. Stella-Rondo may ke telling tke most korrikle 
tales in tke world akout Mr. Wkitaker, kut I kaven't keard 
tkem. As I tell everykody, I draw my own conclusions. 

But ok, I like it kere. It's ideal, as I've keen saying. 
You see. I've got everytking cater-cornered,^^ tke way I 
like it. Hear tke radio? All tke war news. Radio, sewing 
mackine, kook ends, ironing koard and tkat great kig 
piano lamp — peace, tkat's wkat I like. Butter-kean vines 
planted all along tke front wkere tke strings are. 

of course, tkere's not muck mail. My family are nat- 
urally tke main people in Ckina Grove, and if tkey pre- 
fer to vanisk from tke face of tke eartk, for all tke mail 
tkey get or tke mail tkey write, wky. I'm not going to 
open my moutk. Some of tke folks kere in town are tak- 
ing up for me and some turned against me. I know wkick 
is wkick. Tkere are always people wko will quit kuying 
stamps just to get on tke rigkt side of Papa-Daddy. 
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But kere I am, and kere ill stay. I want tke world to 
know Tm kappy. 

And if Stella-Ro ndo skould come to me tkis minute, 
on kended knees, and attempt to explain tke incidents of 
ker life witk Mr. Wkitaker, Td simply put my fingers in 
kotk my ears and refuse to listen. ^ 



32. draw my own conclusions: to think for myself 

33. ‘'Cutting off your nose to spite your face": Proverb meaning that one harms oneself 
in trying to punish another person 

34. conn/pt/on fit a fit of anger 

35. bawled: cried 

36. cater<ornered: In a diagonal position (also catty-corned or kitty-cornered) 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . one-sided; biased 

2. drop dead for a second: to be so surprised that one might drop dead 

3. spit-image = spitting image: an exact copy 

4. a cross between Mr. Whitaker and Papa-Daddy: resembling both Mr. Whitaker 
and Papa-Daddy 

5. a million years old: the narrator is using a hyperbole to emphasize how old 
Papa-Daddy is 

6. Hussy; a woman of loose morals 

7. ifShirley-T hadn't lost the Milky Way she ate in Cairo: if Shirley-T had not 
thrown-up the Milky Way candy bar that she had eaten in Cairo, Illinois 

8. kimonos; Japanese robes 

9. before you could say "Jack Robinson": almost immediately 

10. a one-track mind, someone who can only think about one thing at a time 

1 1. contraption: a thing or object (usually used with an electrical or mechanical item, 
but in this case used to refer to Stella-Rondo's kimono) 

12. trousseau: the wardrobe that Stella-Rondo received when she got married 

13. Kress tweezers: a brand of tweezers, a pincher-like device 

14. turned both of the Negroes loose: gave the household help time-off 

1 5. stuck-up; snobbish: conceited 

1 6. “0£'m Pop-OE the sailor-r-r-r Ma-a-an!": the song sung by the comic strip 
character Popeye: “I'm Popeye, the sailor man!...'' 

17. baby talk: simplified language addressed to babies and small children 

18. chain letter: a letter that is sent to additional people who in turn send it on to 
more people who send it on to still more people, etc. 

19. Mammoth Cave: a tourist attraction in Kentucky 

20. disport to play around 

2 1 . behind my back: without my knowledge 

22. my foot (exclamation) Ridiculous! 

23. prostrated: to be laid low: to fall to a lowly position 

24. Judgment Day: the day the world ends: the day one comes face to face with God 
who determines whether s/he goes to heaven or to hell 

25. ...to meet her whole family: in death one is reunited with those who died 

26. I made no bones about I wasn't bothered about 

27. Nelson Eddy: a singer/motion-picture star popular in the 1930s and '40s 

28. piecing on the ham: taking pieces of the ham to nibble on 

29. four-o‘clocks: a type of flower whose blossoms open in the afternoon 
(about 4 o'clock) 

30. send in a box top: by sending in a box top from a breakfast cereal or the like, 
it is possible to receive a free gift from the manufacturer 

31. put up; to can or preserve fruit or vegetables 
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QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what Jo you think is the basic cause of Sister ’s poor 
relationship with Stella-RonJo? 

2 . How Joes Stella-RonJo influence the way the other family 
members feel towarJ Sister? 

3 . In what ways Joes Sister make her situation in the family 
more Jifficult? How Joes she worsen her relationship with 
Papa-DaJJy, Unde RonJo, anJ Mama? 

4 . With which characters in the story Jo you feel most 
sympathetic? 

5 . How woulJ you help the family resolve their Jifferences to 
bring them all together again? 
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@ JOHNCHEEVER 

Even when families live quiet, respectable lives, 
outsiders may speculate about what is really 
going on. Is it human nature to want to know 
' about the private lives of others? In this story, 
the Crutchmans seem like the perfect family. 
What could they be hiding? 




Tke Crutckmans were so very, very kappy 

and so temperate* in all tkeir kakits and so pleased witk everytking tkat came tkeir way tkat one was kound to 
suspect a worm in tkeir rosy apple^ and tkat tke extraordinary rosiness of tke fruit was only meant to conceal tke 
gravity and tke deptk of tke infection. Tkeir kouse, for instance, on Hill Street witk all tkose kig glass windows. 
Wko kut someone suffering from a gudt complex would want so muck ligkt to pour into tkeir rooms? And all 
tke wall-to-wall carpeting as if an inck of kare floor (tkere was none) would touck on some deep memory of unre- 
quition^ and loneliness. And tkere was a certain necropkdic ardor"* to tkeir gardening. Wky ke so intense akout 
digging koles and planting seeds and watcking tkem come up? Wky tkis morkid^ concern witk tke eartk? Ske 
was a pretty woman witk tkat striking pallor^ you so often find in nympkomaniacs.^ Larry was a kig man wko 
used to garden witkout a skirt, wkick may kave skown a tendency to infantile exkikitionism. 

Tkey moved kappily out to Skady Hill after tke war.^ Larry kad served in tke Navy. Tkey kad two kappy ckil- 
dren: Rackel and Tom. But tkere were already some clouds on tkeir korizon.^ Larry's skip kad keen sunk in tke 
war and ke kad spent four days on a raft in tke Mediterranean and surely tkis experience would make kim skep- 
tical akout tke comforts and songkirds of Skady Hill and leave kim witk some racking nigktmares. But w kat was 
perkaps more serious was tke fact tke Helen was rick. Ske was tke only daugkter of old Ckarlie Simpson — one 
of tke last of tke industrial kuccaneers — wko kad left ker witk a larger income tkan Larry would ever take away 
from kis jok at Melck er & Tka^’. Tke dangers in tkis situation are well known. Since Larry did not kave to make 
a living — since ke lacked any incentive — ke migkt take it easy, spend too muck time on tke golf links, and always 
kave a glass in kis kand. Helen would confuse financial witk emotional independence and damage tke delicate 
^ kalances witkin tkeir marriage. But Larry seemed to kave no nigktmares and Helen spread 
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ker income among tke ckarities and lived a comfortakle 
kut a modest life. Larry went to kis jok eack morning 
witk suck entkusiasm tkat you migkt tkink ke was trying 
to escape from sometking. His participation in tke life of 
tke community was so vigorous tkat ke must kave keen 
left witk almost no time for self-examination. He was 
everywkere: ke was at tke communion rail/^ tke fifty- 
yard line/^ ke played tke okoe witk tke Ckamker Music 
Cluk, drove tke fire truck/^ served on tke sckool koard, 
and ro de tke 8:03 into New York^^ every morning. Wkat 
was tke sorrow tkat d rove kim? 

He may kave wanted a larger family. Wky did tkey 
only kave two ckddren? Wky not tkree or four? ^as tkere 
perkaps some kreakdown in tkeir relationskip after tke 
kirtk of Tom? Rackel, tke oldest, was terribly fat wken ske 
was a girl and quite aggressive in a mercenary way. Every 
spring ske would drag an old dressing takle out of tke 
garage and set it up on tke sidewalk witk a sign saying: 

FReSH LEMonADE. 15 cents. Tom kad pneumonia 

wken ke was six and nearly died, kut ke recovered and 
tkere were no complications. Tke ckildren may kave felt 
rekellious about tke conformity of tkeir parents, for tkey 
were exacting conformists.^^ Two cars? Yes. Did tkey go 
to ckurck? Every single Sunday tkey got to tkeir knees 
and prayed witk ardor. Clotking? Tkey couldn’t kave been 
more punctilious*^ in tkeir observance of tke sumptuary*^ 
laws. Book clubs, local art and music lover associations, 
atkletics and cards — ^tkey were up to tkeir necks in every- 
tking. But if tke ckildren were rebellious tkey concealed 
tkeir rekellion and seemed kappily to love tkeir parents 
and kappily to be loved in return, but perkaps tkere was 
in tkis 1 ove tke ruefulness of some deep disappointment. 
Perkaps ke was impotent. Perkaps ske was frigid*® — kut 
kardly, witk tkat pallor. Everyone in tke community witk 
wandering kands kad given tkem kotk a try*^ kut tkey kad 
all keen put off.^** Wkat was tke source of tkis constancy? 
^(^re tkey frigktened? ^(^re tkey prudisk? ^(^re tkey mo- 
nogamous?^* Wkat was at tke kottom of tkis appearance 
of kappiness? 

As tkeir ckildren grew one migkt look to tkem for tke 
worm in tke apple. Tkey would ke rick, tkey would inker- 
it Hel en s fortune, and we migkt see kere, moving over 
tkem, tke skadow tkat so often falls upon ckildren wko 
can count on a lifetime of financial security. And any-kow 
Helen loved ker son too muck. Ske kougkt kim every- 
tking ke wanted. Driving kim to dancing sckool in kis 
first klue serge^ suit ske was so entranced by tke manly 
figure ke cut as ke climbed tke stairs tkat ske drove tke 
car straigkt into an elm tree. Suck an infatuation was 



bound to lead to trouble. And if ske favored ker son ske 
was bound to discriminate against ker daugkter. Listen to 
ker. “Rackel’s feet,” ske says, **are immense, simply im- 
mense. I can never get skoes for ker.” Now perkaps we see 
tke worm. Like most beautiful women ske is jealous; ske 
is jealous of ker own daugkter! Ske cannot krook^^ com- 
petition. ske will dress tke girl in kideous clotking, kave 
ker kair curled in some unbecoming way, and keep talk- 
ing about tke size of ker feet until tke poor girl will refuse 
to go to tke dances or if ske is forced to go ske will sulk 
in tke ladies’ room, staring at ker monstrous feet. Ske will 
kecome so wretcked and so lonely tkat in order to express 
kerself ske will fall in love witk an unstable poet an d fly 
witk kim to Rome, wkere tkey will live out a miserakle and 
a koozy exile. But wken tke girl enters tke room ske is 
pretty and prettily dressed and ske smiles at ker motker 
witk perfect love. Her feet are quite large, to ke sure, kut 
so is ker front. Perkaps we skould look to tke son to find 
our troukle. 

And tkere is trouble. He fails kis junior year in kigk 
sckool and kas to repeat and as a result of kaving to re- 
peat ke feels alienated from tke members of kis class and 
is put, ky ckance, at a desk next to Carrie Witckell, wko 
is tke most conspicuous disk^^ in Skady Hdl. Everyone 
knows akout tke Witckells and tkeir pretty, kigk-spirited 
dau gkt er. Tkey drink too muck and live in one of tkose 
frame kouses in Maple Dell. Tke girl is really keautiful 
and everyone knows kow ker skrewd old parents are plan- 
ning to climb out of Maple Dell on tke strengtk of ker 
wkite, wkite skin. Wkat a perfect situation! Tkey will know 
akout Hel en s wealtk. In tke darkness of tkeir kedroom 
tkey will calculate tke settlement tkey can demand and in 
tke malodorous^® kitcken wkere tkey take all tkeir meals 
tkey will tell tkeir pretty daugkter to let tke koy go as far 
as ke wants. But Tom fell out of love witk Carrie as swift- 
ly as ke fell into it and after tkat ke fell in love witk Karen 
Strawkridge and Susie Morris and Anna Macken and you 
migkt tkink ke was unstable, but in kis second year in col- 
lege ke announced kis engagement to Ekzaketk Trustman 
and tkey were married after kis graduation and since ke 
tken kad to serve kis time in tke Aormy ske followed kim 
to kis post in Germany, wkere tkey studied and learned 
tke language and kefriende d tke people and were a credit 
to tkeir country. 

Rackel’ s way was not so easy. Wken ske lost ker fat 
ske became very pretty and quite fast.^^ Ske smoked and 
drank and probably fornicated^^ and tke abyss tkat opens 
up before a pretty and an intemperate young woman is un- 
fatkomable.^ Wkat, by ckance, was tkere to keep ker 
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from ending up as a kostess at a Times Square dance kail? 
And wkat would ker poor fatker tkink, seeing tke face of 
kis daugkter, ker kreasts ligktly covered witk gauze, gaz- 
ing mutely at kim on a rainy morning from one of tkose 
skowcases? wkat ske did was to fall in love witk tke son 
of tke Farquarsons^ German gardener. He kad come witk 
kis family to tke United States on tke Displ aced Persons 
quota after tke war. His name was Eric Reiner and to ke 
fair akout it ke was an exceptional young man wko looked 
on tke United States as a truly New W^rld. Tke Crutck- 
mans must kave keen sad akout Rackel's ckoice — not to 
say keartkroken — kut tkey concealed tkeir fee lings. Tke 
Reiners did not. Tkis kard-working German couple 
tkougkt tke marriage kopeless and improper. At one point 
tke fatk er keat kis son over tke kead witk a stick of fire- 
wood. But tke young couple continued to see eack otker 
and presently tkey eloped. Tkey kad to. Rackel was tk ree 
montks pregnant. Eric was tken a freskman at Tufts, 
wkere ke kad a sckolarskip. Helen s money came in kandy 
kere and ske was akle to rent an apartment in Boston for 
tke young couple and pay tkeir expenses. Tkat tk eir first 
grandckild was premature did not seem to kotker tke 
Crutckmans. Wken Eric graduated from college ke got 
a fellowskip at M.I.T and took kis Pk.D in pkysics and 
was taken on as an associate in tke department. He could 
kave gone into industry at a kigker salary kut ke liked to 
teack and Rackel was kappy in Camkridge, wkere tkey 
remained. 

Witk tkeir own dear ckildren gone away tke Crutck- 
mans mi gkt L e expected to suffer tke celekrated spiritu- 
al destitution of tkeir age and tkeir kind — tke worm in 
tke apple would at last ke laid kare — altkougk watcking 
tkis ckarming couple as tkey entertained tkeir friends or 
read tke kooks tkey enjoyed one migkt wonder i ftk e worm 
was not in tke eye of tke okserver wko, tkrougk timidity 
or moral cowardice, could not emkrace tke kroad range of 
tkeir natural entkusiasms and would not grant tkat, wkile 
Larry played neitker Back nor footkall very well, kis plea- 
sure in kotk was genuine. You migkt at least expect to 
see in tkem tke usual destructiveness of time, kut eitker 
tkrougk luck or as a result of tkeir temperate and kealtky 
lives tkey kad lost neitker tkeir teetk nor tkeir kair. Tke 
touckstone^^ of tkeir eupkoria^^ remained potent, and 
wkile Larry gave up tke fire truck ke could still ke seen at 
tke communion rail, tke tifty-yard line, tke 8:03, and 
tke Ckamker Music Cluk, and tkrougk tke prudence and 
skrewdness of Helenas kroker tkey got ricker and ricker 
and ricker and lived kappily, kappily, kappily, kappily. ^ 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

1. temperate: moderate, balanced 

2. a worm /n their rosy apple: a variant of the cliche citing the presence of an alien 
creature that harms or destroys the environment in which it lives 

3. unrequitjon: unfulfilled love 

4. r)ecrophilic ardor: an erotic interest in the dead 

5. morbid: gloomy, mentally unhealthy interest in the dead 

6. pallor: unnatural paleness 

7. nymphomon/ocs: women with an uncontrollable sexual desire 

8. the war: World War II 

9. clouds in the horizor): an unpromising future 

10. communion rail: the location in the Catholic church where believers receive 
the Holy Eucharist 

1 1 . fifty^yard Ime: the mid-point of a football field 

12. drove the fire truck: Many small communities in the United States have volunteer 
fire departments, and the town’s citizens take on specific roles when a fire 
breaks out. 

13. the 8:03 into New York: the commuter train to New York city leaving at 8:03 in 
the morning 

14. exacting conformists: wishing not to be different in any way from other people 

1 5. puncti/ious: strictly respectful of all formalities and established ways of doing things 

16. sumptuary; dealing with expenses 

17. up to their necks: very much involved 

18. impotent... frigid: sexually dysfunctional behavior relating to men and 
women respectively 

1 9. Everyone in the community with wondering hands had given both a try: People who 
were interested in an adulterous relationship with Mr. or Mrs. Crutchman 
had tried but failed 

20. put off: discourage, reject 

2 1 . monogamous: having only one mate 

22. serge: a special weave of fabric 

23. brook: tolerate, allow 

24. conspicuous dish: (slang) a good-looking woman 

25. malodorous: having an unpleasant smell 

26. fast' sexually promiscuous 

27. fornicated: to have sexual intercourse with someone 

28. unfathomable abyss: an unmeasurable hole or depression 

29. touchstone: a test or criterion for quality 

30. euphoria: joy, happiness 

QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. what Jo we know about the Crutchmans that is haseJ 
completely on factual information? 

2. what is some of the gossip that has been reported about them? 

3. Have you known anyone like the Crutchmans or their 
children? Explain. 

4. Does the narrator’s attitude toward the Crutchmans change 
as the story progresses? 

5. what parts of the story seem to be complete fantasy? 
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a hard Hme forgiving him for ihis. 

I had ihe feeling of some Lind of ending- 
noi of our marriage or anyihing as 
easy as ihai. I didn Y (enow whai. 
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@ BIENVENIDO N. SANTOS 

Alipio Palma is a Filipino American. Immigrating 
from the Philippines before World War II, he 
has recently lost his wife and is now recuper- 
ating from a serious car accident The future 
does not look bright But what does he see 
outside his apartment? Perhaps a new chap- 
ter in his life is about to begin. 
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Tkrougli tke window curtain, Alipio saw two women, 

one seemed twice as large as tke otker. In tkeir summer dresses, tkey looked like tke country girls ke knew kack 
kome in tke Pkil ippines, wko went around peddling rice cakes. Tke slim one could kave passed for kis late wife 
Seniang’s sister wkom ke rememkered only in pictures kecause ske never made it to tke United States. Before 
Seniang’s deatk, tke couple kad arranged for ker coming to San Francisco, filing a 11 tke required petition papers 
to facilitate tke approval of ker visa. Tke sister was always “almost ready, all tke papers kave keen signe d,” kut ske 
never skowed up. His wife kad keen ailing and wken ske died, ke tkougkt tkat kearing of ker deatk would kasten 
ker coming, kut tke wire ke kad sent ker was neitker returned nor acknowledged. 

Tke knocking on tke door was gentle. A little kard of kearing, Alipio was not sure it was indeed a knocking 
on tke door, kut it sounded different from tke little noises tkat sometimes kummed in kis ears in tke daytime. It 
was not yet noon, kut it must ke warm outside in all tkat sunskine, otkerwise tkose two women would ke wearing 
spring dresses at tke least. Tkere were summer days in San Francisco tkat were cold like winter in tke Midwest. 

He limped painfully to tke door. Until last montk, ke wore crutckes. Tke entire year kefore tkat, ke was ked- 
ridden, kut ke kad to force kimself to walk akout in tke kouse after coming from tke kospital. After Seniang’s 
deatk, everytking kad gone to pieces. It was one kust after anotker, ke complained to tke few friends wko came 
to visit kim. 

“Seniang was my good luck. Wken God decided to take ker, I kad notking kut kad luck,” ke said. 

Not long after Seniang's deatk, ke was in a car accident. For almost a year ke was in tke kospital. Tke doc- 
tors were not sure ke was going to walk again. He told tkem it was God’ s wisk. As it was ke was tkankkil ke was 
still alive. It kad keen a korrikle accident. 
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Tke case dragged on in court. His lawyer didn't seem 
too good aLout car accidents. He was an expert immi- 
gration lawyer, Lut ke was a friend. As it turned out, Alipio 
lost tke full privileges and kenekts coming to kim in an- 
otker two years if ke kad not keen kospitalized and kad 
continued working until kis official retirement. 

However, ke was well provided. He didn't spend a cent 
for doctor and medicine and kospital kills. Now tkere was 
tke prospect of a few tkousand dollars compensation. After 
deducting kis lawyer's fees it would still ke sometking to 
live on. He kad social security kenekts and a partial retire- 
ment pension. Not too kad, really. Besides, now ke could 
walk a little altkougk ke still limped and kad to move akout 
witk extreme care. 

Wken ke opened tke door, tke fat woman said, “Mr 
Palma? Alipio Pal ma? " Her intonation sounded like tke 
keginning of a familiar song. 

“Yes," ke said. “Come in, come on in. " He kad not 
talked to anyone tke wkole week. His telepkone kad not 
rung all tkat time, not even a wrong numker, and tkere 
was nokody ke wanted to talk to. Tke little noises in kis 
ears kad somekow kept kim company. Radio and televi- 
sion sounds lulled kim to sleep. 

Tke tkin one was completely out of sigkt as ske stood 
kekind tke kig one wko was doing tke talking. “I'm sorry, 
I skould kave pkoned you first, kut we were in a kurry. " 

“Tke kouse is a mess, " Alipio sai d trutkfuUy. Had ke 
keen imagining tkings? He rememkered seeing two wom- 
en on tke porck. Tkere was anotker one, wko looked like 
Seniang's sister. Tke woman said “we, " and just tken tke 
otker one materialized, close kekind tke kig one, wko 
walked in witk tke assurance of a social worker, akout to 
do kim a favor. 

“Sit down. Sit down. Anywkere," Alipio said as ke led 
tke two women tkrougk tke dining room, past a kuge rec- 
tangular takle in tke center. It was kare except for a vase 
of plastic flowers as centerpiece. He passed kis kand over 
kis face, a mannerism wkick Seniang kated. Like you kave 
a kangover, ske ckided kim, and you can't see straigkt. 

A TV set stood close to a wall in tke small living room 
crowded witk an assortment of ckairs and takles. An aquar- 
ium crowded tke mantelpiece of a fake fireplace. A ligkt- 
ed LulL inside tke tank skowed many colored ksk swim- 
ming akout in a kaze of fisk food. Some of it lay scat- 
tered on tke edge of tke skelf. Tke carpet undemeatk was 
sodden klack. Old magazines and takloids lay just akout 
everywkere. 



ERIC 



“Sorry to kotker you like tkis," tke fat one said as ske 
plunked kerself down on tke nearest ckair, wkick sagged 
to tke floor under ker weigkt. Tke tkin one ckose tke end 
of tke sofa away from tke TV set. 

“I was just preparing my lunck. I know it's quite early, 
kut I kad notking to do," Alipio said, pusking down witk 
kotk kands tke seat of tke cuskioned ckair near a move- 
akle partition, wkick separated tke living room from tke 
dining room. “It's painful just trying to sit down. Tm not 
too well yet," ke added as ke finally made it. 

“I kope we're not really kotkering you,' ' tke fat one 
said. Tke otker kad not said a word. ske looked pale and 
sick. Mayke ske was kungry or cold. 

“How's it outside? " Alipio asked. “I've not keen out 
all day." Wk enever ke felt like it, ke dragged a ckair to 
tke porck and sat tkere, watcking tke construction going 
on across tke street and smiling at tke people passing ky 
wko kappened to look kis way. Some smiled kack and 
mumkled sometking like a greeting or a comment on tke 
keauty of tke day. He stayed on until ke got kored or it 
kecame colder tkan ke could stand. 

“It's fine. It's fine outside. Just like Baguio, tke fat 
one said. 

“You know Baguio? I was korn near tkere." 

“We re sisters." 

Alipio was tkinking, won't tke otker one speak at all? 

“I'm Mrs. Antonieta Zafra, tke wife of Carlito. I ke- 
lieve you know kim. He says you're friends. In Salinas^ 
kack in tke tkirties. He used to ke a cook at tke Marina. 

“Car lito, yes, yes, Carlito Zafra. We LummeJ to- 
getk er. We come from llocos.^ Wkere you from?" 

“Aklan.^ My sister and I speak Cekuano."^ 

“Ok, ske speak? You, you don't speak llocano? 

“Not muck. Carlito and I talk in Englisk. Except 
wken ke's real mad, like wken kis cock don't kgkt or wken 
ke lose, tken ke speaks llocano. Cuss words. I've learned 
tkem myself. Some, anyway." 

“Yes. Carlito. He love cockkgkting. How's ke?" 

“Retired like you. We re now in Fresno. On a farm. 
He raises ckickens and kogs. I do some sewing in town 
wken I can. My sister kere is Monica. Ske is older tkan 
me. Never keen married." 

Monica smiled at tke old man, ker face in anguisk, 
as if near tears. 

“Carlito. He got some figkting cocks, I ket.” 

“Not anymore. But ke talks a lot akout cockkgkting. 
But nokody, not even tke pinoys^ and tke Ckicanos^are 



139 



immigration blues 



interested in it.” Mrs. Zafra appeared pleased at tke state 
of tilings on ker kome front. 

“I rememker. Carlito once promoted a coc kkgkt. 
Everytking was ready, kut tke roosters won^t figkt. Poor 
man, ke did everytking to make tkem kgkt like kaving 
tkem peck on eack otker’s necks and so fortk. Tkey were 
so tame, so friendly witk eack otker. Only tking tkey 
didn’t do is emkrace.” Alipio laugked, skowing a set of 
perfectly wkite and even teetk, okviously dentures. 

**He kasn’t told me a kout tkat, ill remind kim.” 

“Do tkat. Wkere’s ke? Wky isn’t ke witk you? ” 

“We didn’t know we’d find you. Wkile visiting some 
friends tkis morning, we learned you live kere.’ Mrs. 
Zafra was keaming on kim. 

“I’ve always lived kere, kut I got few friends now. So 
you’re Mrs. Carlito. I tkougkt ke’s dead already. I never 
kear from kim. We’re old now. \(^’re old already wken 
we got our citizenskip papers rigkt after Japanese sur- 
render. So you and kim. Good for Carlito. ” 

“I keard akout your accident. ” 

“After Seniang died. Ske was not yet sixty, kut ske 
kad tkis keart troukle. I took care of ker. ” Alipio seemed 
to kave forgotten kis visitors. He sat tkere staring at tke 
ksk in tke aquarium, kis ears perked as tkougk waiting 
for some sound, like tke kreaking of tke surf not far 
away, or tke TV set suddenly turned on. 

Tke sisters looked at eack otker. Monica was fidget- 
ing, ker eyes seemed to say, let’s go, let’s get out of kere. 

“Did you kear tkat? ” tke old man said. 

Monica turned to ker sister, ker eyes wild witk panic. 
Mrs. Zafra leaned forward, ker kand toucking tke edge 
of tke ckair wkere Alipio sat, and asked gently, “Hear 
wkat? ” 

“Tke waves. Listen. Tkey’re just outside, you know. 
Tke kreakers kave a nice sound like at kome in tke 
Pkilippines. lived in a coastal town. Like kere, I always 
tell Seniang, across tkat ocean is tke Pkil ippines, we re 
not far from kome.” 

“But you’re alone now. It’s not good to ke alone,” 
Mrs. Zafra said. 

“At nigkt I kear ketter. I can see tke Pacific Ocean 
from my kedroom It sends me to sleep. I sleep soundly 
like I got no dekts. I can sleep ail day, too, kut tkat’s kad. 
So I walk. I walk muck kefore. I go out tkere. I let tke 
kreakers touck me. It’s nice tke touck. Seniang always 
scold me, ske says I’ll ke catcking cold, kut I don’t catck 
cold, ske catck tke cold all tke time.” 

er|c 



“You must miss ker,” Mrs. Zafra said. Monica was 
staring at ker kands on ker lap wkile tke sister talked. 
Monica’s skin was transparent and tke veins skowed on 
tke kack of ker kands like trapped eels. 

“I take care of Seniang. I work all day and leave ker 
kere alone. wken I come kome, ske’s smiling. Ske’s wear- 
ing my jacket and my slippers. You look funny, I says, 
wky do you wear my tkings, you’re lost inside tkem. Ske 
ckuckles, you keep me warm all day, ske says, lik e you’re 
kere, I smell you. Ok tkat Seniang. You see, we kave no 
kaky. if we kave a kaky. . . 

“I tkink you and Carlito kave tke same fate. kave 
no kaky also.” 

“God dictates,” Alipio said, making an effort to stand. 
In a miraculous surge of power, Monica rusked to kim 
an dkel ped kim up. Ske seemed astonisked and emkar- 
rassed at wkat ske ka'd done. 

“TkarJe you, ” said Alipio. “I k ave crutckes, kut I don’t 
want no crutckes. Tkey tickle me, tkey kurt me, too.” 
He watcked Monica go kack to ker seat. 

“You need kelp ketter tkan crutckes, ” Mrs. Zafra said. 

“God kelps, ” Alipio said, walking towards tke kitcken 
as if expecting to find tke Almi gkty tk ere. 

Mrs. Za frafo llowed kim. “Wkat are you preparing?” 
ske asked. 

“Let’s kave lunck, ” ke said, “I’m kungry. I kope you 
are also.” 

“We’ll kelp you,” Mrs Zafra said, turning kack to 
wkere Monica sat staring at ker kands again and listening 
perkaps for tke sound of tke sea. Ske kad not noticed nor 
keard ker sister wken ske called, “Monica! ” 

Tke second time ske keard ker. Monica stood up 
and went to tke kitcken. 

“Tkere’s notking to prepare,” Alipio was saying, as 
ke opened tke refrigerator. “Wkat you want to eat? Me, 
I don’t eat kread so I got no kread. I eat rice. I was just 
opening a can of sardines wken you come. I like sardines 
witk lotsa tomato juice, it’s great witk kot rice.” 

“Don’t you cook tke sardines?” Mrs. Zafra asked. 
“Monica will cook it for you if you want.” 

“No! if you cook sardines, it taste kd. Better 
uncooked. Besides it gets cooked on top of tke kot rice. 
Mix witk onions, ckopped nice. Raw not cooked. You 
like it?” 

“Monica loves raw onions, don’t you. Sis?” 

“Yes,” Monica said in a low voice. 

“Your sister, ske is well?” Alipio said, glancing 
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towards Monica. 

Mrs. Zafra gave ker sister an angry look. 

“Fm okay,” Monica said, a kit louder tkis time. 

“Ske's not sick,” Mrs. Zafra said, “But ske's sky. 
Her own skadow frigktens ker. I tell you tkis sister of 
mine, ske got proklems.” 

“Ok?” Alipio exclaimed. He kad keen listening quite 
attentively. 

“I eat onions, raw,” Monica said. “Sardines, too, I 
like uncooked.” 

Her sister smiled. “Wkat do you say, I run out for 
some groceries,” ske said, going kack to tke living room 
to get ker kag. 

“Tkanks. But no need for you to do tkat. I got lotsa 
food, canned food. Only tking I kaven't got is kread,” 
Alipio said. 

“I eat rice, too,” Monica said. 

Alipio reacked up to open tke cakinet. It was stacked 
full of canned food: corn keef, pork and Leans, vienna 
sausage, tuna, crak meat, skrimp, ckow mein, imitation 
noodles, and, of course, sardines, in green and yellow 
lakels. 

“Tke yellow ones witk mustard sauce, not tomato,” 
ke explained. 

“All I need is a cup of coffee,” Mrs. Zafra said, 
tkrowing ker kandkag kack on tke ckair in tke living 
room. 



Alipio opened two drawers near tke refrigerator. 
“Look, ke said as Mrs. Zafra came running kack to tke 
kitcken. “I got more food to last me... a long time.” 

Tke sisters gaped at tke Lags of rice, macaroni, 
spagketti sticks, sugar, dried skrimps wrapped in cello- 
pkane, Lotties of soy sauce and ksk sauce, vinegar, 
ketck-up, instant coffee, and more cans of sardines. 

Tke sigkt of all tkat foodstuff seemed to kave en- 
livene d tke old man. After all, food meant life, contin- 
uing sustenance, source of energy and kealtk. “Now 
look kere,” ke said, turning kriskly now to tke refriger- 
ator, wkick ke opened, tke sudden ligkt toucking kis 
face witk a glow tkat erased years from kis eyes. Witk a 
jerk ke pulled open tke large freezer, cramped full of 
meats. “Mostly lamk ckops,” ke said, adding, “I like lamk 
ckops.” 

“Carlito, ke kates lamk ckops,” Mrs. Zafra said. 

“I like lamk ckops,” Monica said, still wild eyed, kut 
now a kit of color tinted ker ckeeks. “Wky do you kave 
so muck food?” ske asked. 
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Alipio looked at ker kefore answering. He tkougkt ske 
looked younger tkan Mrs. Zafra. “You see,” ke said, clos- 
ing tke refrigerator. He was keginning to ckill. “I watck 
tke papers for kargain sales. I can still drive tke car wken 
I feel rigkt. It's only now my legs kotkering me. So. I kuy 
all I can. Save me many trips. Money, too.” 

Later tkey sat around tLe enormous takle in tke 
dining room. Monica skared kalf a plate of foiling rice 
topped witk a sardine witk Alipio. He skowed ker Low to 
place tke sardine on top, pressing it a little and pouring 
spoonfuls of tomato juice over it. 

Mrs. Zaf ra kad coffee and settled for a small can of 
Vienna sausage and a little rice. ske sipped ker coffee 
meditatively. 

Tkis is good coffee, ” ske said. “I rememker Low we 
used to koard Hills Bros, coffee at. . .at tke convent. Tke 
sisters were quite selksk akout it.” 

“Antonieta was a nun, a sister of mercy,” Monica said. 
“Wkat?” Alipio exclaimed, pointing a finger at ker for 
no apparent reason, an involuntary gesture of surprise. 

Yes, I was,” Mrs. Zafra admitted. “Wken I married, 
I kad keen out of tke order for more tkan a year, yes, in 
Calif ornia, at St. Mary’s." 

"You did n't...” Alipio kegan. 

“Of course not, " ske interrupted kim. “if you mean 
did I leave tke order to marry Carlito. Ok, no. He was 
already an old man wken I met kim.” 

“I see. We used to joke^ kim kecause ke didn't like 
tke girls too muck. He prefer tke cocks.” Tke memory 
deligkted kim so muck, ke reared kis Lead up as ke 
laugked, covering kis moutk kastily, kut too late. Some 
of tke tomato soaked grains kad already spilled out on 
kis plate and on tke takle in front of kim. 

Monica looked pleased as ske gatkered carefully some 
of tke grains on tke takle. 

"He kasn't ckanged,” Mrs. Zafra said vaguely. “It was 
me wko wanted to marry kim.” 

“You? After keing a nun, you wanted to marry... 
Carlito? But wky Carlito? " Alipio seemed to kave forgot- 
ten for tke moment tkat ke was still eating. Tke steam 
from tke rice toucked kis face tiU it glistened darkly. He 
was staring at Mrs. Zafra as ke kreatked in tke aroma 
wi tkout savoring it. 

“It's a long story,” Mrs. Zafra said. Ske stakked a 
ckunky sausage and krougkt it to ker moutk. Ske looked 
pensive as ske ckewed on it. 

“Wk en did tkis kappen?” 
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“Five, six years ago. Six years ago, almost.” 

“Tkat long?” 

“Ske kaJ to marry kim,” Monica said klandly. 
“Wkat?” Alipio skouted, visikly disturked. Tkere was 
tke sound of dentures grating in kis moutk. He passed a 
kand over kis face. “Carlito done tkat to you?” 

Tke coffee spilled a little as Mrs. Zafra put tke cup 
down. “Wky no, ” ske sai d. “Wkat are you tkinking of?” 
Before ke could answer, Monica spoke in tke same 
tone of voice, low, unexcited, saying, “He tkinks Carlito 
got you pregnant, tkat s w kat.” 

“Carlito?” ske turned to Monica in diskelief. “Wky, 
Alipio knows Carlito,” ske said. 

Monica skrugged ker skoulders. “ Wky don t you tell 
kim wky?” ske suggested. 

“As I said, it's a long story, kut I skall make it skort,” 
Mrs. Zafra kegan. Ske took a sip from ker cup and con- 
tinued, “After leaving tke order, I couldn't find a jok. I 
was interested in social work, kut I didn't know anykody 
wko could kelp me.” 

As ske paused, Alipio said, “Wkat tke keck does 
Carlito k now akout social work?” 

“Let me continue, " Mrs. Zafra said, 
ske still kad a little money, from kome, and ske was 
not too worried akout keing jokless. But tkere was tke 
question of ker status as an alien. Once out of tke com- 
munity, ske was no longer entitled to stay in tke United 
States, let alone secure employment. Tke immigration 
office kegan to kound ker, as it did otker Filipinos in 
similar predicaments. Tkey were a pitiful lot. Some kid 
in tke apartments of friends like criminals running away 
from tke law. of course, tkey were law kreakers. Tkose 
witk transportation money returned kome, wkick tkey 
kated to do. At kome tkey would ke forced to invent sto- 
ries, tell lies to explain away wky tkey returned so soon. 
All tkeir lives tkey kad to learn kow to cope witk tke 
stigma of failure in a foreign land. Tkey were losers and 
no longer fit for anytking useful. Tke more sensitive and 
weak lost tkeir minds and kad to ke committed to insane 
asylums. Otkers kecame neurotic, anti-social, depressed 
in mind and spirit. Some turned to crime. Or just folded 
up, in a manner of speaking. It was a nigktmare. Antonieta 
didn’ t want to go Lack to tke Pkilippines under tkose cir- 
cumstances. ske would kave kad to ke very convincing 
to prove tkat ske was not tkrown out of tke order for 
immoral reasons. Just wken ske seemed to kave reacked 
tke kreaking point, ske recalled incidents in wkick women 
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in ker situation married American citizens and, automat- 
ically, kecame entitled to permanent residency witk an 
option to kecome U.S. citizens after five years. At first, 
ske tkougkt tke idea of suck a marriage was kideous, un- 
speakakle. Perkaps otker foreign women in similar situa- 
tions could do it — and kave done it — kut not Pkilippine 
girls. But wkat was so special akout Pkilippine girls ?No- 
tking really, kut tkeir upkringing was suck tkat to place 
tkemselves in a situation wkere tkey kad to tell a man tkat 
all tkey wanted was a marriage for convenience was de- 
grading, an unkearakle skame. A form of self-destruction. 
Mortal sin. Better repatriation. A tkousand times ketter. 

wken an immigration officer finally caugkt up witk 
ker, ke proved to ke very understanding and quite a gen- 
tleman. Yet ke was firm. He was young, mayke of Italian 
descent, and looked like a salesman for a well-known 
company in tke islan ds tkat dealt in farm equipment. 

“I'm giving you one week, " ke said. “You kave already 
overstayed ky several montks. if in one week s time, you 
kaven't left yet, you migkt kave to wait in jail for depor- 
tation proceedings.” 

ske cried, ok, kow ske cried. sk e wisked ske kad not 
left tke order, no, not really. Ske kad no regrets akout 
leaving up to tkis point. Life in tke convent kad turned 
sour on ker. Ske despised tke sisters and tke system, 
wkick ske found tyrannical, inkuman. In ker own way, 
ske kad a long series of talks witk God and God kad 
approved of tke step ske kad taken. ske was not going 
kack to tke order. Anykow, even if ske did, ske would not 
ke taken kack. To jai itk en? 

But wky not marry an American citizen? In one 
week's time? How? Accost tke first likely man and say, 
“You look like an American citizen, if you are, indeed, 
and you kave tke necessary papers to prove it, will you 
marry me? I want to remain in tkis country. ' 

All week ske talked to God. It was tke same God ske 
kad worskipped and feared all ker life. Now tkey were 
palsy walsy, on tke kest of terms. As ske krooded over ker 
misfortune. He krooded witk ker, sympatkized witk ker, 
and finally advised ker to go look for an elderly Filipino 
wko was an American citizen, an d tell k im tke trutk of 
tke matter. Tell kim tkat if ke wisked, it could ke a mar- 
riage in name only. For kis troukle, ske would ke willing 
to pay. How muck? if it's a kit too muck, could ske pay 
on tke installment plan? if ke wisked. . .otker wise. . . 
Meanwkile He would look tke otker way. 

How ske found Carlito Zaf ra was anotker story, a 
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muck longer story, more confused and confusing. It was 
like a miracle, tkougk. Her friend God could not kave 
sent ker to a ketter instrument to satisfy ker need. Tkat 
was not expressed well, kut it amounted to tkat, a need. 
Carlito was an instrument necessary for ker good. And, 
as it turned out, a not too unwilling instrument. 

“We were married tke day kefore tke week was over, ” 
Mrs. Zafra said. “And I ve keen in tkis country ever since. 
And no regrets.” 

Tkey lived well and simply, a country life. True, tkey 
were ckildless, kut kotk of tkem were kelping relatives in 
tke Pkilippines, sending tkem money and goods marked 

Made in U.S.A. 

“Lately, kowever, some of tke goods we ve keen send- 
ing do not arrive intact. Do you know tkat some of tke 
good quality material we send never reack our relatives? 
It’s frustrating.” 

“We got lotsa tk ieves ketween kere and tkere,” Alipio 
said, kut kis mind seemed to ke on sometking else. 

“And I was akle to send for Monica. From tke snap- 
skots ske sent us ske seemed to ke getting tkinner and 
more sickly, teacking in tke karrio.^* And ske wanted so 
muck to come kere.” 

“Seniang was like you also, kiding from immigra- 
tion. I tkank God for ker,” Alipio told Mrs. Zafra in suck 
a low voice ke could kardly ke keard. 

Tk e sisters pretended tkey didn’t know, kut tkey knew 
practically eveiytking akout kim. Alipio appeared tired, 
pensive and eager to talk so tkey listened. 

“Ske went to my apartment and said, witkout any 
kesitation, marry me and I’ll take care of you. Ske was 
tkin tken and I tkougkt wkat ske said was funny, tke 
otkers kad keen matcking us, you know, kut I was not 
really interested. I kelieve marriage mean ckildren. And if 
you cannot produce ckildren, wky get married? Besides, 
I kad ugly experiences, kad moments. Wken I first arrived 
in tke States, kere in Frisco, I was young and tkere were 
lotsa klondies kanging around on Kearny Street. It was 
easy. But I wanted a family and tkey didn’t. None of ’em. 
So w kat tke keck, I said.” 

Alipio realized tkat Seniang was not joking. Ske kad 
to get married to an American citizen, otkerwise ske 
would ke deported. At tkat time, Alipio was keginning to 
feel tke disadvantages of living alone. Tkere was too muck 
time in kis kands. How ke kated kimself for some of tke 
tkings ke did. He kelieved tkat if ke was married, ke would 
ke more sensikle witk kis time and kis money. He would 
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ke kappier and live long. So wken Seniang skowed tkat 
ske was serious, ke agreed to marry ker. It was not to ke 
in name only. He wanted a woman. He liked ker so 
muck ke would kave proposed kimself kad ke suspected 
tkat ke kad a ckance. Ske was kardworking, decent, and 
in tkose days, ratker slim. 

“Like Monica,” ke said. 

“Ok, r m tkin, Monica protested, klusking deeply, 
“I’m all kones.” 

“Monica is my only sister. We kave no krotker,” 
Mrs. Zafra said, adding more items to ker sister’s vita.^^ 
Look, Monica said, “I knisked everytking on my 
plate. I ve never tasted sardines tkis good. Especially tke 
way you eat tkem. I m afraid I ve eaten up your lunck. 
Tkis is my first full meal. And I tkougkt I ve lost my 
appetite already.” 

Tke words came out in a rusk. It seemed ske didn’t 
want to stop and ske paused only kecause ske didn’t 
know w kat else to say. Ske moved akout, gaily and at 
- ease, perfectly at kome. Alipio watcked ker witk a 
kemused look in kis face as ske gatkered tke diskes and 
krougkt tkem to tke kitcken sink. Wken Alipio keard 
tke water running, ke stood up, witkout muck effort tkis 
time, and walked to ker saying, “Don’t kotker. I got all 
tke time to do tkat. You got to leave me sometking to 
do. Come, perkaps your sister wants anotker cup of cof- 
fee.” 

Mrs. Zafra kad not moved from ker seat. Ske was 
watcking tke two argue akout tke diskes. Wken ske 
keard Alipio mention coffee, ske said, “No, no more, 
tkanks. I’ve drunk enougk to keep me awake all week.” 

“Well, r m going to wask tkem myself later, ” Monica 
was saying as ske walked kack to tke takle, Alipio close 
kekind ker. 

“You’re an excellent kost, Alipio.” Mrs. Zafra spoke 
in a tone like a reading from a citation on a certificate 
of merit or sometking. “And to two complete strangers 
at tkat. You’re a good man.” 

“But you’re not strangers. Carlito is my friend. We 
were young togetker in tkis country. And tkat’s some- 
tking, you know. Tkere are lotsa^^ g^ys like us kere. 
Old-timers, o.t. s, tkey call us. Permanent residents. 
U.S. Citizens. We all gonna ke kuried kere.” He 
appeared to ke tkinking deeply as ke added, “But wkat’s 
wrong akout tkat?” 

Tke sisters ignored tke question. Tke old man was 
talking to kimself. 
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“Wkat^s wrong is to te diskonest. Earn a living witk 
kotk kands, not afraid of any kind of work^ tkat's tke kest 
good. No otker way. Yes, everytking for convenience, wky 
not? Tkat's frankly konest. No pretend. Love comes in tke 
afterwards. W^ken it comes. If it comes.” 

Mrs. Zafra ckuckled, saying, “Ak, you're a romantic, 
Alipio. I must ask Carlito akout you. You seem to know 
so muck akout kim. I ket you were quite a. . ske paused 
kecause wkat ske wanted to say was ''rooster,” kut ske 
migkt give tke impression of over-familiarity. 

Adipio interrupted ker, saying, "Aisk kim, ke will say 
yes. I'm a romantic.” His voice keld a vik ranee tkat was 
a surprise and a revelation to tke visitors. He gestured as 
ke talked, puckering kis moutk every now and tken, okvi- 
ously to keep kis dentures from slipping out. "Wkat do 
you tkink? were young, wky not? wowed 'em witk 
our gallantry, witk our cooking. Boy tkose dames^^ never 
seen anytking like us. Also, we were fools, most of us, any- 
way. Fools on fire. " 

Mrs. Zafra clapped ker kands. Monica was smiling. 

"Ak, kut tkat fi re's gone. Only tke fool's left now, " 
Alipio said, weakly. His voice was low and ke looked tired 
as ke passed kotk kands across kis face. Tk en ke raised 
kis kead. Tke listening look came kack to kis face. Wken 
ke spoke, kis voice skook a little. 

"Many times I wonder wkere are tke otkers. Wk ere 
are you? Speak to me. And I tkink tkey're wondering 
tke same, asking tke same, so I say. I'm kere, your friend 
Alipio Palma, my leg is kroken, tke wife ske's dea d, tut 
I’m okay. Are you okay also? Tke dead tkey can kear 
even if tkey don't answer. Tke alive don't answer. But I 
know. I feel. Some okay, some not. Tkey old now, all of 
us, wko were very young. All over tke United States of 
America. All over tke world. . . " 

Akruptly, ke turned to Mrs. Zafra, saying, "So. You 
and Carlito. But C ar lito, k e never kad fire. " 

"How true, kow very very true, " Mrs. Zafra laugked. 
"It would kurn kim. Can't stand it. Not Carlito. But 
ke's a good man, I can tell you tkat.” 

"No question. Dakest,”*^ Alipio conceded. 

Monica remained silent, kut ker eyes followed every 
move Alipio made, straying no furtker tkan tke reack of 
kis arms as ke gestured Lo kelp make clear tke intensity 
of kis feeling. 

“I'm sure you still got some of tkat fire,” Mrs. Zafra 
said. 

Monica gasped, kut ske recovered quickly. Again a 







rusk of words came from ker lips as if tkey kad keen 
tkere all tke time waiting for wkat ker sister kad said tkat 
toucked off tke torrent of words. Her eyes skone as in a 
fever as ske talked. 

"I don't know Carlito very well. I've not keen witk 
tkem very long, kut from wkat you say, from tke way you 
talk, from wkat I see, tke two of you are very different. ’ 

"Ok, mayke not,” Alipio said, trying to protest, kut 
Monica went on. 

"You kave strengtk, Mr. Palma. Strengtk of ckarac- 
ter. Strengtk in your kelief in God. I admire tkat in a 
man, in a kuman keing. Look at you. Adone. Tkis kuge 
takle. Don't you find it too kig sometimes?” Monica 
paused perkaps to allow ker meaning to sink into Alipio's 
consciousness, as ske fixed ker eyes on kim. 

"No, not really. I don't eat at tkis takle. I eat in tke 
kiteken, " Adipio said. 

Mrs. Zafra was going to say sometking, kut ske keld 
kack. Monica was talking again. 

"But it must ke kard, tkat you cannot deny. Living 
from day to day. Adone. On wkat? Memories? Cakinets 
and a refrigerator full of food? I repeat, I admire you, sir. 
You've found your place. You're kome safe. And at 
peace.' ’ Ske paused again tkis time to sweep kack tke 
strand of kair tkat kad fallen on ker krow. 

Alipio kad a drugged look. He seemed to kave lost 
tke drift of ker speeck.*^ Wkat was ske talking akout? 
Groceries? Basekall?^^ He was going to say, you like 
kasekall also? You like tuna? I kave all kinds of ksk. Get 
tkem at kargain price. But, okviously, it was not tke 
proper tking to say. 

"^Jfell, I guess, one gets used to anytking. Even lone- 
liness,” Monica said in a listless, dispirited tone, all tke 
fever in ker voice gone. 

"God dictates, ” Alipio said, feeling ke kad found kis 
way again and ke was now on tke rigkt track. Wkat a girl, 
if ske kad only a little more flesk. And color. 

Monica leaned kack on ker ckair, exkausted. Mrs. 
Zafra was staring at ker in diskelief, in grievous disap- 
pointment. Her eyes seemed to say wkat kappened, you 
were going great, wkat suddenly kit you tkat you kad to 
stop, give up, defeated? Monica shook ker kead in a ges- 
ture tkat quite clearly said, no, I can't do it, I can't any- 
more, I give up. 

Tkeir eyes kept up a skow, a deaf-mute dialogue. 
Mrs. Za fra : Just wken everytking was going on fine, you 
quit. We've reacked tkis far and you quit. I could kave 
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done it my way, directly, konestly. Not tkat wkat you 
were doing was diskonest, you were great, and now look 
at tkat d umk expression in your eyes. Monica: I can't. I 
can't anymore. But I tried. It's too muck. 

''How long kave you keen in tke States?" Alipio 
asked Monica. 

"For almost a year now!" Mrs. Zafra screamed and 
Alipio was visikly skaken, kut ske didn't care. Tki 
tke rigkt moment. Ske would take it from kere wketki 
Monica went along witk ker or not. Ske was going to do 
it ker way. "How long exactly, let's see. Moni, wken did 
you get your last extension? 

Extension? Alipio repeated tke word. It kad suck 
a familiar ring like "visa" or "social security," it kroke 
into kis consciousness like a touck from Seniang's fin- 
gers. It was quite intimate. "You mean..." 

"Tkat' s ri gkt. Ske's kere as a temporary visitor. As a 
matter of fact, ske came on a tourist visa. Carlito and I 
sponsored ker coming, filed all tke necessary papers, and 
everytking would kave keen fine, kut ske couldn't wait. 
Ske kad to come kere as a tourist. Now ske's in troukle." 

"wkat troukle?" Alipio asked. 

"Ske kas to go kack to tke Pkilippines. Ske can't 
stay kere any longer. " 

"I kave only two days left," Monica said, ker kead in 
ker kands. "And I don't want to go kack. " 

Alipio glanced at tke wall clock. It was past tk 
Tkey k ad keen talking for kours. It was visas ri gkt f ] 
tke start. Marriages. Tke long years and tke o.t.'s. N 
it was visas again. Were kis ears playing a game? Tkey 
mi gkt as well as tkey did sometimes, kut kis eyes surely 
were not. He could see tkis woman very plainly, sokking 
on tke takle. Boy, ske was in kig troukle. Visas. Immigra- 
tion. Boy, ok, koy! He knew all akout tkat. His gleaming 
dentures skowed a crooked smile. He turned to Mrs. Zafra. 

"Did you come kere," ke kegan, kut Mrs. Zafra inter- 
rupted kim. 

\fes, Alipio. Forgive us. As soon as we arrived, I 
wanted to tell you witkout muck talk, I wanted to say, 'I 
must tell you wky we re kere. I've keard akout you. Not 
only from Carlito, kut from otker Filipinos wko know 
you, kow you're living kere in San Francisco alone, a 
widower, and we keard of tke accident, your stay in tke 
kospital, wken you were released, everytking. Here's my 
sister, a teacker in tke Pkil ippines, never married, wor- 
ried to deatk kecause ske's keing deported unless some- 
tking turned up like ske could marry a U.S.. citizen, like 
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I did, like your late wife Seniang, like many otkers kave 
done, are doing in tkis exact moment, wko can say? Now 
ske'd accept it.' But I didn't kave a ckance to say it. You 
welcomed us like old friends, relatives. Later every time 
I kegan to say sometking akout wky we came, ske inter- 
rupted me. I was afraid ske kad ckanged ker mind and 
tken ske kegan to talk, tken stopped witkout knisking 
wkat ske really wanted to say, tkat is, wky we came to see 
you, and so fortk.” 

“No, no! " Monica cried, raising ker kead, ker eyes 
red from weeping, ker face damp witk tears. "You're suck 
a good man. We couldn't do tkis to you. V^'re wrong. We 
started wrong. We skould've keen more konest, kut I was 
askamed. I was afraid. Let's go! let's go!” 

"Wkere you going?” Alipio asked. 

Anywkere,” Monica answered. "Forgive us. Forgive 
me, Mister. Alipio, please.” 

"Wkat's to forgive? Don t go. Vfe kave dinner. But 
first, let s kave merienda.^^ I take merienda. You do also, 
don't you? And I don't mean snacks like tke Americans.” 

Tke sisters exckanged glances, tkeir eyes ckattering 
away. 

Alipio ckuckled. He wanted to say, talk of ligktning 
striking same fellow twice, kut tkougkt ketter of it. A kad 
tking to say. Seniang was not ligktning. At times only. 
Mostly kis fault. And tkis girl Monica. . .Moni? Nice 
name also. How can tkis one ke ligkt ning? 

Mrs. Zaf ra picked up ker purse and kefore anyone 
could stop ker, ske was opening tke door. "Wkere's tke 
nearest grocery store around kere?" ske as ked, kut ske 
didn't wait for an answer. 

Come kack, come kack kere, we got lotsa food," 
Alipio called after ker, kut ke migkt just as well kave 
keen calling tke Pacific Ocean. 

Mrs. Zafra took time altkougk a supermarket was 
only a few klocks away. Wken ske returned, ker arms were 
full of groceries in paper kags. Alipio and Monica met ker 
on tke porck. 

' Comusta?^^ ske asked, speaking in tke dialect for tke 
first time as Monica relieved ker of ker load. Tke one 
word question seemed to mean muck more tkan "How are 
you?” or "How kas it keen?" 

Alipio replied in Englisk. "God dictates,” ke said, kis 
dentures sounding faintly as ke smacked kis lips, kut ke 
was not looking at tke foodstuff in tke paper kags Monica 
was carrying. His eyes were on ker legs, in tke direction 
ske was tak ing. Skek new wkere tke kitcken was, of course. 
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He just wanted to he sure ske wont lose ker way. Like kim. 
On kis way to tke kitcken, sometimes ke found kimself in 
tke kedroom. Lotsa tkings kappened to men kis age. ^ 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1. Bogu/o: a pleasant mountain city in northern Philippines 

2. Salinas: a city on the California coastline 

3. Ilocos: a province in the northern Philippines 

A. Akian: a city on the island of Panay, in the central Philippines 

5. Cebuano: more Filipinos speak Cebuano as their first language than any of the 
other 47 native languages spoken in the Philippines. Tagalog, the language spo- 
ken in Manila and in the surrounding provinces, is the national language 

6. llocano: a Filipino language spoken in the northern provinces of the Philippines 

7. p/noys; a term used in reference to people from the Philippines 

8. Ch/conos; a term used to describe Americans of Mexican descent 

9. to joke him = to joke with him 

10. palsy walsy: (slang) appearing to be very friendly 

1 1. barrio: village (borrowed from Spanish) 

1 2. Frisco: San Francisco 

13. v/ta; life history 

1 4. lotsa = a lot of 

15. domes; stigmatized term for women 

1 6. Dobest = The best 

1 7. He seemed to have lost the drift of her speech; He could not logically follow 
what she was saying 

18. Baseball?: This refers back to the preceding paragraph in which Monica uses the 
term “home safe” which reminds Alipio of the baseball idiom “safe at home” 
when a runner scores a point when he returns to home base. 

1 9. extension; extension of Monica’s tourist visa 

20. meriendo; a Filipino snack eaten between breakfast and lunch or lunch and dinner. 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what Jo you know about AJipio^s first wife? Describe their 
relationship. 

2 . How Joes Mrs. Zafra know about Alipio? Why Joes she 
come to see him? 

3 . what persona! information about herself Joes Mrs. Zafra 
share with Alipio? Why Joes she tell him this information? 
How Joes her sister Monica react while Mrs. Zafra tells 
her story ? 

4 . what traJitional Filipino customs Joes Alipio still follow? 
why Jo you think he continues to observe these practices? 

5 . How Jo you think the lives of Alipio, Monica, anj Mrs. 
Zafra will he one year after the scene in the story? 
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JOHN COLLIER 



A “chaser" is some mild beverage that is taken 
after a strong alcoholic drink to "chase" the 
strong drink down the throat making it easier 
to swallow. In this story, a lovesick young man 
is looking for a special mixture to put into the 
drink of a very special woman. 
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Alan Austen, as nervous as a kitten, 

went up certain dark and creaky stairs in tLe neigktorliood of Pell Street, and peered akout for a long time on 
tke dim landing kefore ke found tke name ke wanted written okscurely^ on one of tke doors. 

He pusked open tkis door, as ke kad keen told to do, and found kimself in a tiny room, wkick contained no 
furniture kut a plain kitck en takle, a rocking ckair, and an ordinary ckair. On one of tke dirty kuff-colored walls 
were a couple of skelves, containing in all perkaps a dozen kottles and jars. 

An old man sat in tke rocking ckair, reading a newspaper. Adan, witkout a word, kanded kim tke card ke kad 
keen given. 

'^Sit down, Mr. Austen,” said tke old man very politely. “I am glad to make your acquaintance.”^ 

^^Is it true,” asked Adan, ^^tkat you kave a certain mixture tkat kas — er — quite extraordinary^ effects?” 

“Myd ear sir,” replied tke old man, "my stock in trade is not very large — I don't deal in laxatives^ and teetking 
mixtures — kut suck as it is, it is varied. I tkink notking I sell kas effects wkick could ke precisely descriked as 
ordinary.” 

"^(^11, tke fact is — ” kegan Adan. 

**Here, for example,” interrupted tke old man, reacking for a kottle from tke skelf. "Here is a liquid as col- 
orless as water, almost tasteless, quite imperceptikle^ in coffee, milk, wine, or any otker keverage. It is also quite 
imperceptikle to any known metkod of autopsy.”^ 

"Do you mean it is a poison?” cried Adan, very muck korrified. 

''Call it a gl ove-cleaner if you like,” said tke old man indifferently. "Mayke it will clean gloves. I kave never 
tried. One mi gkt call it a life-cleaner. Lives need cleaning sometimes.” 
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“I want notking of tkat sort/’ said Alan. 

“Prokakly it is just as well/’ said tke old man. “Do 
you know tke price of tkis? For one teaspoonfuk wkick 
is sufficient, I ask five tkousand dollars. Never less. Not 
a penny less.” 

“I kope all your mixtures are not as expensive,” said 
Alan apprekensively.^ 

“Ok dear, no, ” said tke old man. “It would ke no good 
ckarging tkat sort of price for a love potion, for example. 
Young people wko need a love potion very seldom kave 
five tkousand dollars. Otkerwise tkey would not need a 
love potion.” 

“I am glad to kear tkat, ” said Alan. 

“I look at it like tkis, ” said tke old man. “Please a 
customer witk one article, and ke will come kack wken ke 
needs anotker. Even if it is more costly. He will save up 
for it, if necessary.” 

“So,” said Alan, “you really do sell love potions?”^ 

“if I did not sell love potions, ” said tke old man, 
reacking for anotker kottle, “I skould not kave men- 
tioned tke otker matter to you. It is only wken one is in 
a position to oklige^ tkat one can afford to ke so confi- 
dential. 

“And tkese potions,” said Alan. “Tkey are not just — 
just — er — ” 

“Ok, no,” said tke oU man. “Tkeir effects are per- 
manent, and extend keyond tke mere casual impulse. But 
tkey include it. Ok, yes, tkey include it. Bountifully, in- 
sistently. Ever-lastingly. ” 

“But consider tke spiritual side,” said tke old man. 

“I do, indeed,” sai d Alan. 

“For indifference, ’’said tke old man, “tkey suksti- 
tute devotion. For scorn, adoration. Give one tiny mea- 
sure of tkis to tke young lady — its flavor is impercepti- 
kle in orange juice, soup, or cocktails — and kowever gay 
and giddy ske is, ske will ckange altogetker. Ske will 
want notking kut solitude, and you. 

“I can kardly kelieve it,” said Alan. “Ske is so fond 
of parties.” 

“Ske will not like tkem any more, ” said tke old man. 
“Ske will ke afraid of tke pretty girls you may meet.” 

“Ske wiU actually ke jealous?” cried Alan in a rap- 
ture.^* “Of me?” 

“Yes, ske will want to ke everytking to you. ” 

“Ske is already. Only ske doesn’t care akout it.” 

“Ske will, wken ske kas taken tkis. Ske will care 
intensely. You will ke ker sole interest in life.” 
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“Wonderful!” cried Alan. 

“Ske will want to know all you do,” said tke old man. 
“All tkat kappened to you during tke day. Every word of 
it. Ske will want to know wkat you are tkinking akout, 
wky you smile suddenly, wky you are looking sad.” 

“Tkat is love!” cried Alan. 

“Yes,” said tke old man. “How carefully ske wi 11 look 
after you! ske will never allow you to ke tired, to sit in 
a draft, to neglect your food, if you are an kour late, ske 
will ke terrified. Ske will tkink you are killed, or tkat some 
siren^^ kas caugkt you. ” 

“I can kardly imagine Diana like tkat!” cried Alan, 
overwkelmed witk joy. 

“You will not kave to use your imagination, ” said tke 
old man. “And ky tke way, since tkere are always sirens, 
if ky any ckance you skould, later on slip a little, you 
need not worry. Ske will forgive you, in tke en d. Ske will 
ke terrikly kurt, of course, kut ske will forgive you — in 
tke end.” 

“Tkat will not kappen, ” said Alan fervently. 

“Of course not,” said tke old man. “But, if it did, 
you need not worry. Ske would never divorce you. Ok, 
no! And, of course, ske kerself will never give you tke 
least, tke very least, grounds for — uneasiness.” 

“And kow muck,” said Alan, “is tkis wonderful mix- 
ture?” 

“It is not as dear,” said tke old man, “as tke gl ove- 
cleaner, or life-cleaner, as I sometimes call it. No. Tkat 
is five tkousand dollars, never a penny less. One kas to 
ke older tkan you are, to indulge in tkat sort of tking. 
One kas to save up for it.” 

“But tke love potion?” said Alan. 

“Ok, tkat,” said tke old man, opening tke drawer in 
tke kitcken takle, and taking out a tiny, ratker dirty- 
looking pkial. “Tkat is just a dollar.” 

“I can’t teU you kow grateful I am, ” said Alan, watck- 
ing kim M it. 

“I like to oklige,” said tke old man. “Tken customers 
come kack, later in life, wken tkey are ratker ketter off, 
and want more expensive tkings. Here you are. You will 
find it very effective.” 

“Tkank you again,” said Alan. “Goodkye.” 
revoir, ” said tke old man. ^ 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

1 . obscure^; darkly; not clearly expressed or written 

2. ocquo/ntonce om glad to moke your acquaintance.): I am happy to meet you. 

3. extraordinary: remarkable; exceptional; highly unusual 

4. laxatives: medicine taken to be able to move one’s bowels regularly 

5. imperceptible: unnoticeable 

6. outopsy: the examination of a dead body to determine the cause of death 

7. apprehensively: fearfully 

8. potion: a mixture to be drunk; a kind of drink 

9. (to) oblige (One is in a position to oblige.): One is able to do someone else a 
favor; one is able to help. 

10. confidential (One can afford to be confidential.): private or secret 

11. in 0 ropture; carried away by emotion 

12. siren: a beautiful and tempting woman 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . Can you explain the meaning of the title? (Read the 
introduction to the story again.) what is the chaser? 

2 . what is the reason for the difference in price between 
the love potion and the ''glove-cleaner "? 

3 . who do you suppose the old man's customers are? 

4 . Will Alan always he happy? Will Diana? 

5 . what is the significance of the old man 's final words? 
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This is a fantasy about Sidney Kugelmass, an 
unhappily married college professor. With the 
help of a magician, he has a love affair \A/ith one 
of the great beauties from \AADrld literature. 
But when the magic breaks down, Kugelmass 
has serious consequences to face. 
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Kugel mass, a professor of kumanities at City College, 

was unkappily married for tke second time. Dapkne Kugelmass was an oaf. He also kad two dull sons Ly kis first 
wife, Flo, and was up to kis neck in alimony^ and ckild support. 

Did I know it would turn out so Ladly?” Kugelmass wkined to kis analyst one day. “Dapkne kad promise. 
Wko suspected ske d let kerself go and swell up like a Leack kail? Plus ske kad a few Lucks, ^ wkick is not in itself 
a kea Itky reason to marry a person, Lut it doesn 't kurt, witk tke kind of operating nut I kave. You see my point?” 
Kugelmass was Laid and as kairy as a Lear, Lut ke kad soul. 

I need to meet a new woman, ke went on. I need to kave an affair. I may not look tke part, Lut I m a man 
wko needs romance. I need softness, I need flirtation. Fm not getting younger, so Lefore it's too late I want to 
make love in Venice, trade quips at 21, ^ and exckange coy glances over red wine and candleligkt. You see wkat 
I'm saying? " 

Dr. Mandel skifted in kis ckair and said, “An affair will solve notking. You're so unrealistic. Your proLlems 
run muck deeper. " 

“And also tkis affair must Le discreet, ' Kugelmass continued. “I can't a fford a second divorce. Dapkne would 
really sock it to me.'' 

“Mr. Kugelmass — " 

“But it can't Le anyone at City College, Lecause Dapkne also works tkere. Not tkat anyone on tke faculty at 
C.C.N.Y." is any great skakes," * kut some of tkose coeds...'' 

“Mr. Kugelmass — " i 

“Help me. I kad a dream last ni gkt. I was skipping tkrougk a meadow kolding a picnic Lasket and tke Lasket 
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was marked Options/ And tken I saw tkere was a kole in 
tke kasket.” 

'‘Mr. Kugelmass, tke worst tking you could do is act 
out. You must simply express your feelings kere, and to- 
getk er we ll analyze tkem. You kave keen in treatment 
long enougk to know tkere is no overnigkt cure. After all, 
Tm an analyst, not a magician.” 

"Tken perkaps wkat I need is a magician,” Kugelmass 
said, rising from kis ckair. And witk tkat ke terminated 
kis tkerapy. 

A couple of weeks later, wkile Kugelmass and Dapkne 
were moping around in tkeir apartment one nigkt like two 
pieces of old furniture, tke pkone rang. 

.'Til get it,” Kugelmass said. "Hello.” 

"Kugelmass?” a voice said. "Kugelmass, tkis is Persky.” 
"Wko?” 

"Persky. Or skould I say Tke Great Persky?” 

"Pard on me?” 

"I kear you're looking all over town for a magician to 
kring a little exotica^ into your life? Yes or no?” 

"Sk-k-k,” Kugelmass wkispered. "Don't kang up. 
Wkere are you calling from, Persky? " 

Early tke following afternoon, Kugelmass climked 
tkree fligkts of stairs'^i^a kroken-down apartment kouse 
in tke Buskwick section of Brooklyn.^ Peering tkrougk 
tke darkness of tke kali, ke found tke door ke was look- 
ing for and pressed tke kell. I'm going to regret tkis, ke 
tkougkt to kimself. 

Seconds later, ke was greeted ky a skort, tkin, waxy- 
looking man. 

"You're Persky tke Great?” Kugelmass said. 

"Tke Great Persky. You want a tea? " 

No, I want romance. I want music. I want love and 
keauty. " 

"But not tea, ek? Amazing. O.K., sit down. " 

Persky went to tke kack room, and Kugelmass keard 
tke sounds of koxes and furniture keing moved around. 
Persky reappeared, pusking kefore kim a large okject on 
squeaky roller-skate wkeels. He removed some old silk 
kandkerckie fs tkat were lying on its top and klew away a 
kit of dust. It was a ckeap-looking Ckinese cakinet, kadly 
lacquered. 

"Persky,” Kugel mass said, “wkat's your scam?”® 
"Pay attention,” Persky said. "Tkis is some keautiful 
effect. I developed it for a Knigkts of Pytk ias date last 
year, kut tke kooking fell tkrougk. Get into tke cakinet.” 
"Wky, so you can stick it full of swords or some- 



tking?” 

"You see any swords?” 

Kugelmass made a face and, grunting, climked into 
tke cakinet. He couldn't kelp noticing a couple of ugly 
rkinestones glued onto tke raw plywood just in front of 
kis face, "if tkis is a joke,” ke said. 

"Some joke. Now, kere's tke point, if I tkrow any 
novel into tkis cakinet witk you, skut tke doors, and tap 
it tkree times, you will find yourself projected into tkat 
kook. " 

Kugel mass made a grimace of diskelief. 

"It's tke emess,”^ Persky said. "My kand to God. Not 
just a novel, eitker. A skort story, a play, a poem. You can 
meet any of tke women created ky tke world's kest writ- 
ers. Wkoever you dreamed of. You could carry on all you 
lik e witk a real winner. Tk en wken you've kad enougk you 
give a yell, and I'll see you're kack kere in a split second. " 

"Persky, are you some kind of outpatient? 

"I'm telling you it's on tke level,” Persky said. 

Kugel mass remained skeptical. "Wkat are you telling 
tkat tkis ckeesy^^ komemade kox can take me on a 
de like you're descriking?” 

"For a doukle sawkuck.”*^ 

Kugelmass reacked for kis wallet. Til kelieve tkis 
wken I see it, " ke said. 

Persky tucked tke kills in kis pants pocket and turned 
toward tkis kookcase. "So wko do you want to meet? 
Sister Carrie? Hester Prynne? Opkelia?^ ^Mayte some- 
one ky Saul Bellow? Hey wkat akout Temple Drake? 
Altkougk for a man your age ske'd ke a workout.” 

"Frenck. I want to kave an affair witk a Frenck lover. ” 

"Nana?” 

I don't want to kave to pay for it.” 
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"Wkat akout Nataska in War and Peace?” 

"I said Frenck. I know! wkat akout Emma Bovary?'® 
Tkat sounds to me perfect.” 

"You got it, Kugelmass. Give me a koller'® wken 
you've kad enougk.” Persky tossed in a paperkack copy 
of Flaukert's novel. 

"You sure tkis is safe?” Kugelmass asked as Persky 
kegan skutting tke cakinet doors. 

"Safe. Is anytking safe in tkis crazy world?” Persky 
rapped tkree times on tke cakinet and tken flung open 
tke doors. 

Kugelmass was gone. At tke same moment, ke ap- 
peared in tke kedroom of Ckarles and Emma Bovary 's 
kouse at Yonville. Before kim was a keautiful woman, 
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standing alone witk ker kack turned to kim as ske folded 
some linen. I can't kelieve tkis, tkougkt Kugelmass, star- 
ing at tke doctor's ravisking wife. Tkis is uncanny.^^I'm 
kere. It's ker. 

Emma turned in surprise. “Good ness, you startled 
me,” ske said. “Wko are you?' ’ ske Spoke in tke same 
fine Englisk translation as tke paperkack. 

It's simply devastating, ke tkougkt. Tken realizing 
tkat it was ke wkom ske kad addressed, ke said, “Excuse 
me. I'm Sidney Kugelmass. I'm from City College. A pro- 
fessor of kumanities. C.C.N.Y.? Upt own. I — ok, koy!” 
Emma Bovary smiled flirtatiously and sai d, “^^uld 
you like a drink? A glass of wine, perkaps? ' 

Ske is keautiful, Kugelmass tkougkt. Wkat a contrast 
witk tke troglodyte*® wko skared kis ked! He felt a sud- 
den impulse to take tkis vision into kis arms and tellk er 
ske was tke kind of woman ke kad dreamed of all kis life. 

“Yes, some wine, " ke said koarsely. “Wkite. No, red. 
No, wkite. Make it wkite.” 

“Ckarles is out for tke day, " Emma said, ker voice 
full of playful implication. 

Aft er tke wine, tkey went for a stroll in tke lovely 
Ere nek countryside. “I've always dreamed tkat some mys- 
terious stranger would appear and rescue me from tke 
monotony of tkis crass rural existence,” Emma said, 
clasping kis kan d. Tkey passed a small ckurck. “I love 
wkat you kave on,” ske murmured. “I've never seen any- 
tking like it around kere. It's so... so modern. " 

“It's called a 1 eisure suit, " ke said romantically. “It 
was marked down.**^ " Suddenly ke kissed ker. For tke 
next kour tkey reclined under a tree and wkispered to- 
getk er and told eack otker deeply meaningful tkings witk 
tkeir eyes. Tk en Kugelmass sat up. He kad just remem- 
kered ke kad to meet Dapkne at Bloomingdale's. “I must 
go,” ke told ker. “But don't worry. I'll ke kack. " 

“I kope so, " Emma said. 

He emkraced ker passionately, and tke two walked 
kack to tke kouse. He keld Emma's face cupped in kis 
palms, kissed ker again, and yelled, “O.K., Persky! I got 
to ke at B1 oomingdale's ky tkree- tkirty. ” 

Tkere was an audikle pop, and Kugelmass was kack 
in Brooklyn. 

“So? Did I lie?” Persky asked triumpkantly. 

“Look, Persky, I'm ri gkt now late to meet tke kail and 
ckain^^ at Lexington Avenue, kut wken can I go again? 
Tomorrow? ” 

“My pleasure. Just kring a twenty.^* And don't men- 
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tion tkis to anykody.” 

“Yeak. r m going to call Rupert Murdock. 
Kugelmass kailed a cak and sped off to tke city. His 
keart danced on point. I am in love, ke tkougkt, I am tke 
possessor of a wonderful secret. Wkat ke didn't realize 
was tkat at tkis very moment students in various class- 
rooms across tke country were saying to tkeir teackers, 
“Wko is tkis ckaracter on page 100? A kald Jew is kiss- 
ing Madame Bovary? ” A teacker in Sioux Falls, Soutk 
Dakota, sigked and tkougkt, Jesus, tkese kids, witk tkeir 
pot and acid. Wkat goes tkrou gk tk eir minds! 

Dapk ne Kugel mass was in tke katkroom accessories 
department at Bloomingdale's wken Kugel mass arrived 
kreatklessly. “Wkere've you keen?” ske snapped. “It's 
four- tkirty.” 

“I got keld up in traffic,” Kugelmass said. 

Kugel mass visited Persky tke next day, and in a few 
minutes was again passed magically to Yonville. Emma 
couldn't kide ker excitement at seeing kim. Tke two 
spent kours togetker, laugking and talking akout tkeir 
different kackgrounds. Before Kugel mass left, tkey made 
love. "My God, r m doing it witk Madame Bovary!” 
Kugel mass wkispered to kimself. “Me, wko failed fresk- 
man Englisk.” 

As tke montks passed, Kugelmass saw Persky many 
times and developed a close and passionate relationskip 
witk Emma Bovary. “Make sure and always get me into 
tke kook kefore page 120,” Kugelmass said to tke magi- 
cian one day. “I always kave to meet ker kefore ske kooks 
up witk tkis Rodolpke ckaracter.” 

“Wky? ' Persky asked. “You can't keat kis time?”^® 
“Beat kis time. He's landed gentry. Tkose guys kave 
notking ketter to do tkan flirt and ride korses. To me, 
ke s one of tkose faces you see in tke pages of Women 's 
Wear Daily. Witk tke Helmut Berger kairdo. But to ker 
ke's kot stuff.” 

“And ker kuskand suspects notking?” 

“He's out of kis deptk. He's a lackluster little para- 
medic wko's tkrown in kis lot witk a jitterkug. He's ready 
to go to sleep ky ten, and ske's putting on ker dancing 
skoes. Oh, well... See you later.” 

And once again Kugelmass entered tke cakinet and 
passed instantly to tke Bovary estate at Yonville. “How 
you doing, cupcake?” ke said to Emma. 

“Ok, Kugelmass,” Emma sigked. “Wkat I kave to put 
up witk. Last ni gkt at dinner, Mr. Personality dropped off 
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to sleep in tke micUle of tke dessert course. Fm pouring 
my keart out akout Maxim's and tke kallet, and out of 
tke klue I kear snoring." 

“It's O.K., darling. I'm kere now,' ’ Kugel mass said, 
emkracing ker. I've earned tkis, ke tkougkt, smelling 
Emma's Frenck perfume and kurying kis nose in ker 
kair. I've suffered enougk. I've paid enougk analysts. I've 
searcked till I'm weary. Ske's young and nukde,^"^ and I'm 
kere a few pages after Leon and just kefore Rodolpke. By 
skowing up during tke correct ckapters, I've got tke sit- 
uation knocked. 

Emma, to ke sure, was just as kappy as Kugelmass. 
Ske kad keen starved for excitement, and kis tales of 
Broadway nigkt life, of fast cars and Hollywood and TV 
stars, entkralled tke young Frenck keauty. 

“Tell me again akout O.J. Simpson, ske implored 
tkat evening as ske and Kugelmass strolled past Akke 
Bournisien's ckurck. 

“Wkat can I say? Tke man is great. He sets all kinds 
of rusking records. Suck moves. Tkey can't touck kim.” 

“And tke Academy Awards? " Emma said wistfully. 
“I'd give anytking to win one.” 

“First you've got to ke nominated. " 

“I know. You explained it. But I'm convinced I can 
act. of course. I'd want to take a class or two. Witk 
Straskerg^^ mayke. Tken, if I kad tke rigkt agent — " 

“^(^'11 see, we ll see. I'll speak to Persky. " 

Tkat nigkt, safely returned to Persky s flat, Kugelmass 
krougkt up tke idea of kaving Emma visit kim in tke kig 
city. 

“Let me tkink akout it,” Persky said, “mayke I could 
work it. Stranger tkings kave kappene d.” of course, nei- 
tker of tkem could tkink of one. 

“Wkere tke kell do you go, all tke time? " Dapkne 
Kugelmass karked at ker kuskand as ke returned kome 
late tkat evening. “You got a ckippie^^ stasked some- 
wkere?” 

“Yeak, sure, Fm just tke type, " Kugelmass said 
wearily. “I was witk Leonard Popkin. We were discussing 
Socialist agriculture in Poland. You k now Popkin. He's 
a freak on tke sukject.” 

“Well, you've keen very odd lately, " Dapkne said. 
“Distant. Just don't forget akout my fatker's kirtkday. 
On Saturday?” 

“Ok, sure, sure,” Kugelmass said, keading for tke 
katkroom. 



“My wkole family will ke tkere. can see tke 
twins. And Cousin Hamisk. You skould ke more polite 
to Cousin Hamisk — ke likes you.” 

“Rigkt, tke twins,” Kugelmass said, closing tke katk- 
room door and skutting out tke sound of kis wife’s voice. 
He leaned against it and took a deep kreatk. In a few 
kours, ke told k imself, ke would ke kack in Yonville 
again, kack witk kis keloved. And tkis time, if all went 
well, ke would kring Emma kack witk kim. 

At tkree-fift een tke following afternoon, Persky 
worked kis wizardry again. Kugelmass appeared kefore 
Emma, smiling and eager. Tke two spent a few kours at 
Yonville witk Binet and tken remounted tke Bovary car- 
riage. Following Persky 's instructions, tkey keld eack 
otker tigktly, closed tkeir eyes, and counted to ten. Wken 
tkey opened tkem, tke carriage was just drawing up at 
tke side door of tke Plaza Hotel, wkere Kugel mass kad 
optimistically reserved a suite earlier in tke day. 

“I love it! It's everytking I dreamed it would ke, " 
Emma said as ske swirled joyously around tke kedroom, 
surveying tke city from tkeir window. “Tkere's F.A.O. 
Sckwarz.^^ And tkere's Central Park, and tke Skerry is 
wkick one? Ok, tkere — I see. It's too divine.” 

On tke ked tk ere were koxes from Halston and Saint 
Laurent. Emma unwrapped a package and keld up a pair 
of klack velvet pants against ker perfect kody. 

"Tke slacks suit is ky Ralpk Lauren, ” Kugelmass said. 
"You’ll look like a million kucks in it. Come on, sugar, 
give us a kiss. " 

“I've never keen so kappy!” Emma squealed as ske 
stood kefore tke mirror. “Let's go out on tke town. I want 
to see 'Ckorus Line' and tke Guggenkeim and tkis J ack 
Nickolson ckaracter^^ you always talk akout. Are any of 
kis flicks skowing? " 

“I cannot get my mind around tkis, " a Stanford pro- 
fessor said. “First a strange ckaracter named Kugel mass, 
and now ske's gone from tke kook. WeW, I guess tke mark 
of a classic is tkat you can reread it a tkousand times and 
always find sometking new.” 

Tke lovers passed a klissful weekend. Kugel mass kad 
told Dapk ne ke would ke away at a symposium in Boston 
and would return Monday. Savoring eack moment, ke 
and Emma went to tke movies, kad dinner in Ckinatown, 
passed two kours at a discotkeque,^® and went to ked witk 
a TV movie. Tkey slept till noon on Sunday, visited SoHo, 
and ogled^^ celekrities at Elaine's. Tkey kad caviar and 
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ckampagne in tlieir suite on SunJay ni gk and talked until 
dawn. TLat morning, in tlie cat taking ttem to Persky's 
apartment, Kugelmass ttou gk, It was tectic, tut wortt 
it. I can’t tring ter tere too often, tut now and tten it 
will te a ctarming contrast witt Yonville. 

At Persky ’s, Emma climted into tte catinet, arranged 
ter new toxes of clottes neatly around ter, and kissed 
Kugelmass fondly. **My place next time,” ste said witt a 
wink. Persky rapped ttree times on tte catinet. Notting 
tappened. 

‘‘Hmmrn, ” Persky said, scratcting tis tead. He rapped 
again, tut still no magic. ''Sometting must te wrong,” te 
mumtled. 

^‘Persky, you’re joking!” Kugelmass cried. “How can 
it not work?” 

“Relax, relax. Are you still in tte tox, Emma? ” 

“Yes.” 

Persky rapped again — tarder ttis time. 

“I’m still tere, Persky.” 

“I know, darling. Sit tigtt.” 

“Persky, we tave to get ter tack “ Kugelmass wtis- 
pered. “I’m a married man, and I tave a class in ttree 
tours. I’m not prepared for anytting more ttan a cau- 
tious affair at ttis point.” 

“I can’t understand it,” Persky muttered. “It’s suet 
a reliatle little trick.” 

But te could do notting. “It’s going to take a little 
wtile,” te said to Kugelmass. “I’m going to tave to trip 
it down. I’ll call you later.” 

Kugelmass tundled Emma into a cat and took ter 
tack to tte Plaza. He tarely made it to tis class on 
time. He was on tte ptone all day, to Persky and to tis 
mistress. Tte magician told tim it migtt te several days 
tefore te got to tte kottom of tte troukle. 

“How was tte symposium? ” Daptne asked tim ttat 
nigtt. 

“Fine, tne,” te said, ligtting tte titer end of a cig- 
arette. 

“Wtat’ s wrong? You’re as tense as a cat.” 

"Me? Ha, tkat’ s a laugt. I’m as calm as a summer 
ni gk. r m just going to take a walk. ” He eased out tte 
door, tailed a cat, and flew to tte Plaza. 

“Ttis is no good,” Emma said. “Ctarles will miss 

me. 

“Bear witt me, sugar.” Kugelmass said. He was pale 
and sweaty. He kissed ter again, raced to tte elevators, 
yelled at Persky over a pay ptone in tte Plaza lotty, and 
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just made it tome tefore midnigtt. 

“According to Popkin, tarley prices in Krakow tave 
not keen ttis stakle since 1971,” te said to Daptne, and 
smiled wanly as te climted into ted. 

Tte wtole week went ky like ttat. On Friday nigtt, 
Kugelmass told Daptne ttere was anotter symposium 
te tad to catet, ttis one in Syracuse. He turned tack 
to tte Plaza, tut tte second weekend ttere was notting 
like tte first. “Get me tack into tte novel or marry me.” 
Emma told Kugelmass. “Meanwtile, I want to get a jot 
or go to class, kecause wateting TV all day is tte pits.”^^ 

“Fine. We can use tte money. ” Kugelmass said. “You 
consume twice your weigtt in room service. 

“I met an Off Broadway producer in Central Park 
yesterday, and te said I migtt te ri gk for a project te’s 
doing,” Emma said. 

“Wto is ttis clown? ” Kugelmass asked. 

“He’s not a clown. He’s sensitive and kind and cute. 
His name’s Jeff Sometting-or-Otter, and te’s up for a 

'-p V 

iony. 

Later ttat afternoon, Kugelmass stowed up at 
Persky s drunk. 

“Rel ax, ” Pers ky told k im. "You’ll get a coronary. 

"Rel ax. Tke man says relax. I’ve got a fictional ctar- 
acter stasted in a totel room, and I ttink my wife is 
taving me tailed ky a private stamus.”^^ 

“O.K., O.K., Ve know ttere’s a prokl em.” Persky 
crawled under tte catinet and started tanging on some- 
tting witt a large wrenct. 

“I’m like a wild animal, ” Kugelmass went on. “I’m 
sneaking around town, and Emma and I tave tad it up 
to tere^^ witt eact otter. Not to mention a totel tak^^ 
ttat reads like tte defense kudget.” 

“So wtat s tould I do? Tt is is tte world of magic,” 
Persky said. “It’s all nuance.” 

“Nuance, my foot, r m pouring Dom Perignon and 
klack eggs into ttis little mouse, plus ter wardroke, plus 
ste’s enrolled at tte Neigtkortood Playt ouse and sud- 
denly needs professional ptotos. Also, Persky, Professor 
Fivist Kopkind, wto teactes Comp Lit and wto tas 
alv/ays teen jealous ot me, tas identified me as tte spo- 
radically appearing ctaracter in tte Flaukert kook. He’s 
tkreatened to go to Daptne. I see ruin and alimony jail. 
For adultery witt Madame Bovary, my wife will reduce 
me to keggary.” 

“Wtat do you want me to say? I’m working on it 
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nigkt and day. As far as your personal anxiety goes, tkat 
I can't kelp you witk. I'm a magician, not an analyst.” 

By S unday afternoon, Emma kad locked kerself in 
tke katkroom and refused to respond to Kugelmass's 
treaties. Kugelmass stared out tke window at tke WdU: 
Rink and contemplated suicide. Too kad tkis is a low floor, 
ke tkougkt, or I'd do it rigkt now. Mayke if I ran away 
to Europe and started life over.... Mayke I could sell tke 
International Herald Tribune, like tkose young girls used 
to. 

Tke pkone rang. Kugelmass lifted it to kis ear 
meckanically. 

“Bring ker over,” Persky said. “I tkink I got tke kugs 
out of it.” 

Kugelmass's keart leaped. “You're serious?” ke said. 
'^You got it licked?” 

''It was sometking in tke transmission. Go figure. 

“Persky, you re a genius. ^^'11 ke tkere in a minute. 
Less tkan a minute.” 

Ag ain tke lovers kumed to tke magician s apartment, 
and again Emma Bovary climked into tke cakinet witk 
ker koxes. Tkis time tkere was no kiss. Persky skut tke 
doors, took a deep kreatk, and tapped tke kox tkree times. 
Tkere was tke reassuring popping noise, and wken Persky 
peered inside, tke kox was empty. Madame Bovary was 
kack in ker novel. Kugelmass keaved a great sigk of relief 
and pumped tke magicians's kand. 

It s over, ' ke said. “I learned my lesson. I'll never 
ckeat again, I swear it.” He pumped Persky 's kand^^ again 
and made a mental note to send kim a necktie. 



“Sex and romance,” Kugelmass said from inside tke 
kox. "Wkat we go tkrougk for a pretty face.” 

Persky tossed in a copy of Portnoy's Complaint and 
rapped tkree times on tke kox. Tkis time, instead of a 
popping noise tkere was a dull explosion, followed ky a 
series of crackling noises and a skower of sparks. Persky 
leaped kack, was seized ky a keart attack, and dropped 
dead. Tke cakinet kurst into flames, and eventually tke 
entire kouse kurned down. 

Kugelmass, unaware of tkis catastropke, kad kis 
own proklems. He kad not keen tkrust into Portnoy 's 
Complaint, or into any otker novel, for tkat matter. He 
kad keen projected into an old textkook. Remedial 
Spanish, and was running for kis life over a karren, rocky 
terrain as tke word “tener” (“to kave”) — a large and kairy 
irregular verk — raced after kim on its spindly legs. ^ 



Tkree weeks later, at tke end of a keautiful spring * 
afternoon, Persky answered kis doorkell. It was Kugel- 
mass, witk a skeepisk expression on kis face. 

"O.K., Kugelmass,” tke magician said. “Wkere to 
tkis time?” 

“It's just tkis once,” Kugelmass said. "Tke weatker is 
so lovely, and I'm not getting any younger. Listen, you've 
read Portnoy 's Comp laint?‘^^ Rememker Tke Mo nkey? ” 

"Tke price is now twenty-five dollars, kecause tke 
cost of living is up, kut I'll start you off witk one free-, 
kie, due to all tke troukle I caused you. " 

“You're good people,” Kugelmass said, cpmking kis 
few remaining kairs as ke climked into tke cakinet again. 
“Tkis'll work all rigkt?” 

“I kope. But I kaven't tried it muck since all tkat 
unpleasantness.” 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

1. alimony: a regular payment ordered by the court for support (usually made by a 
man to his former wife. 

2. bucks: (slang) dollars 

3. trade quips at 2 T: to make jokes and humorous conversation at the nightclub "21" 

4. C.C.N.Y.: City College New York 

5. great shakes: (slang) persons who are especially attractive 

6. exot/ca: unusual experiences 

7. Bushwick section of Brooklyn: a neighborhood in the borough of Brooklyn in 
New York City 

8. scam: a plan to financially trick someone 

9. emess; a magical spell 

10. outpatient* a person who goes into a hospital for treatment but is not required 
to stay overnight at the hospital 

) I . cheesy: cheap, poor, shoddy 

12. double sawbuck: (slang) a twenty-dollar bill 

13. Sister Carrie, Hester Prynne, Ophelia: famous heroines in literature taken from 
Dreiser’s Sister Carrie, Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter, and Shakespeare’s Hamlet 

14. Natasha in War and Peace; the heroine of Tolstoy’s famous novel 

15. Emma Bovary: the heroine of Balzac’s novel Madame Bovary 

16. hoWer; shout, yell 

1 7. uncanny: strange, mysterious 

18. troglodyte: a primitive cave dweller 

19. marked down: reduced in price 

20. the ball and chain: Kugel mass’s wife (reference is to the ball and chain once worn 
by prisoners to restrict their movement) 

21. a twenty; a twenty-dollar bill 

22. Rupert Murdoch: internationally powerful newspaper/media owner 

23. beat his time; (slang) can’t compete with him? 

24. nubile: of marriageable age or condition 

25. O.J. Simpson: popular football player during the ’70s and ’80s 

26. Strasberg: Lee Strasberg, actor and internationally known acting teacher 
(his students include Marlon Brando, James Dean, etc.) 

27. “You got a chippie stashed somewhere?"; Are you having an affair? or 
Are you keeping a mistress? 

28. FA.O. Schwarz: a famous U.S. toy store. 

29. '‘Chorus Line"... jack Nicho/son; The Broadway show and the Academy Award 
winning actor 

30. discotheque: nightclub 

3 1 . ogled: stared at with wide eyes 

32. the pits: the worst possible situation 

33. room service: hotel food served in the room 

34. coronary; heart attack 

35. shamus; detective 

36. have had it up to here: to have gone beyond the limit of tolerating a bad situation 

37. hotel tab; hotel bill 

38. Go figure: Figure out the problem for yourself 

39. pumped Persky's hand: shook Persky’s hand vigorously 

40. ‘Portnoy’s Complaint': a popular novel of the ’70s written by Philip Roth 
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QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what kind of person is Sidney Kugelmass? Would you like 
him as a dose friend? Why or why not? 

2 . why is Madame Bovary attracted to Kugelmass? Explain. 

3 . why does the author make so many references to real people 
and places? What effect does this have on the story? 

4 . what unforeseen problems complicate Kugelmass' s relation- 
ship with Madame Bovary? 

5 . Would you have ended the story differently? Explain how. 
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Sigmund Freud believed that dreams revealed 
a person’s subconscious desires. In this story, 
did the dreams of Jun*Hee and her American 
husband Tanner shape reality? How does Jun- 
Hee ultimately use the medium of dreams to 
put an end to the guilt she feels about losing 
her baby? 




said tke word ''akortion” tke day tke test came kack, 

wken we were still in skock, kut it was only a formality — an option too familiar for silence kut easily crossed off 
in our excitement. '7^^‘Hee, youke pregnant/' Tanner wkispered. He kept smiling. I questioned our decision, of 
course — I would feel worse now if I kadn't — especially in tke mornings and early evenings during tkose two weeks 
wken I was miserakle and sick on tke katkroom tile.^ I wondered if we kad tkougkt tkings out enougk. I won- 
dered wkat would kappen to tke comfortakle isolation tkat Tanner and I kad kuilt — it would ke unfair to keep 
our ckild to ourselves like tkat. I felt tke weigkt tkrougk my akdomen and into my tkigks, tke weigkt of fear and 
instinct. I kad questions, kut eack day tkey moved closer to keing tke questions of kow to do tkis ri gkt an d fur- 
tker from tke question of wketker we skould do it at all. 

Still, wken tke ckild was gone, ske left tke guilt kekind. 

My motker came like a tkief in tke ni gk and took tke ckild from me. I saw ker in a dream. Tk ere were Tanner 
and I, up akove everytking, an d tke tidy oval of cotton klanket in my arms, tke warmtk against my ckest. Be care- 
ful, Tanner said, and we were. Tkere was tke sense of accompliskment and wonder, kung across our skoulders like 
a skawl. And tken my motker was kelow us. Yoo-koo, ske called. Her krigkt tone frigktened me kecause ske was a 
serious and dour^ person. I leaned out tke window, and ske stood on tke sidewalk in tke kurgundy dress tkat ske 
kad worn tke last time I saw ker. Come down, kaky, ske called witk a sm ile. Ske Spoke in Korean. Ske waved to 
me, or to tke ckild. Tke ckild was tkere in front of me. Tkere was the small sound of wind in my ears, tken my 
motker: Fall down, kaky. Come, come. Tke ckild was tkere in front of me and, tkougk I did not give ker up, I did 
not reack to save ker. Ske fell into my motker 's arms; tkere was only tke small wind. Tkat's ketter, my motker wkis- 
pered, kent over tke ckild. My motker looked up at me — ker face was red and swollen witk tears. 
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I let tke doctor provide ker own explanation; I didn't 
tell ker akout my motker. Tkis kind of tking kappened, 
ske told us; tkere was notking anyone could kave done. 
Ske said it was an ^ksolated tragedy;” tkere was no rea- 
son to tkink tkat we couldn't try again and kave a per- 
fectly kealtky kaky. Tke doctor was sorry. 'Tm so sorry, " 
ske said. 

I understood tkat tke dream was sometking tkat ke- 
longed to kotk of us, kut I did n't tell Tanner. I knew ke 
wouldn't kave accepted it. He would kave resorted to med- 
ical explanations tkat ke knew notking akout, pretending 
tkey required less of kis faitk. I was afraid ke would want 
to talk me out of tke dream, as if doing me a favor. I 
skould kave toldk im, kut I d idn't. 

Tanner s instinct was to reason, to use kindsigkt^to 
reconstruct tke past. For kim tke past was sometking tkat 
led logically and fluidly into tke future, like a river. He 
decide d tkat wkat kad kappened was for tke kest: we kad 
never wanted a ckild to kegin witk and kad keen too 
cau gkt up in tke excitement and tke surprise. He com- 
pared it to a couple wko fall in love at first sigkt and decide 
to marry tke same day — tkey 're unprepared for tke dis- 
appointments and koredom of a lifetime; tkey just want 
tkat first day to go on and on. 

In tke evenings I was kaunted ky my dream. Tanner 
and I would lie togetker, pretending to sleep. I wondered 
kow tke ckild kad left my arms; I wondered wkat Tanner 
kad known wken ke warned me to ke careful. I didn't like 
my motker s saying ‘'Tkat's ketter. " I didn't like ker tears, 
as if ske kad done sometking ske kated kut was okliged 
to do. Most of all, I was troukled ky tke instant in wkick 
I could kave reacked out and taken tke kaky kack. I 
couldn t see ker small face, kut I imagined tkat if I kad 
seen it, ker look would kave keen of surprise and disap- 
pointment. I wondered if tkis was a test tkat Tanner and 
I kad failed. I wondered if every woman was tested ky ker 
own motker kefore keing allowed ker pregnancy, and if 
most of tkem rememkered passing or only felt it as a tigkt- 
ness in tkeir consciences. We never wisked tke ckild any 
karm, I told myself. 



Tanner was in a minor accident on kis way to work. 
He made a wide turn pulling into tke driveway at kis ma- 
ckine skop, and a woman tried to pass kim on tke ri gkt, 
slamming into kis front end. Tkat nigkt ke dramatized 
ker crazy defensiveness for me, ker flying out of ker car. 
“I tkougkt you were turning left — I was looking, you 
started left!” 

“I kad my signal on,” ke kad told ker. 
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‘^You didn't kave your signal on — I looked. I tkou gkt 
you were turning left. I was looking.” 

It turned out tkat tke insurance company ske toIJ 
kim to call kad dropped ker four montks kefore, and ske 
actually kad no insurance. Ske was recently divorced, and 
working for tke first time in ker life at tke age of forty- 
seven, for five- fifty an kour."^ Tke kottom line was tkat 
we would eitker kreak tkis woman's kack or pay for tke 
damage ourselves. I didn't know wketker to ke mad at tke 
woman for allowing kerself to ke so dependent on ker 
former kuskand or sorry for ker as a victim of ker depen- 
dence. wkat surprised me, tkougk, was tke way it weigked 
on Tanner. Atd inner ke furrowed kis krow and winced, as 
if carrying on kis own dekate. I kit my wineglass to keep 
from laugking, and finally I asked, “Wkat is it, Tanner?” 
He looked surprised to find me still at tke takle. 
"Tk ink akout it, " ke said. 

He was so serious I couldn't kelp laugking. “Tkink 
akout w kat? Tk ink akout a woman screwed ky ker kus- 
kand and ky a culture tkat says it's ladylike to ke depen- 
dent? Come on. Tanner, tkat's old news.” 

“Tkat's not wkat I mean. " He skook kis kead. 

I tkougkt mayke my tone kad keen a litti e cruel. “I'm 
sorry, ' ’ I told k im. 

He stared vacantly at tke takle and skook kis kead. 
He said, I was driving down a road I drive every day, a 
road I've driven for four years, turning in to a driveway 
I ve turned in to a tkousand times. Mayke I was worried 
akout tke furnace for Honeywell, I don't know. I started 
my turn witkout tkinking.” 

He sat kack and skrugged kis skoulders. “I prokakly 
did make a wide turn, I prokakly do every time.” Tanner 
wore tke concerned look tkat I kad seen kefore. It meant 
only tkat tke logic and order of kis world were temporar- 
ily keing put into question: could it really ke tkat tkere 
were unexplainakle events? Heavens! I wanted to kiss kim. 

Tken ske slams into me, " ke continued, gesturing, 
and suddenly I m in tke world of tkings keyond myself. 
Tkere are traffic noises, and tkere's a desperate woman 
kegging me to say it wasn't ker fault, and it's raining, 
even.” 

Tanner skook kis kead and smiled and I went to kim. 
I knelt on tke floor and laid my kead and my arms in kis 
lap. He ran kis fingers across my kack. 

''Lots of tkings kave notking to do witk us,” ke said. 
I laugked tken, and soon ke did, too. “You know wkat I 
mean. He smiled and skook kis kead, yet again. 

“You're going to wear out your neck,” I told kim. 
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I called my fatker in Seoul, catcking kim in tke 
morn-ing kefore ke went to work. I kad only talked to 
kim twice in tke fifteen montks since my motker's 
deatk, so I asked if ke was lonely. First ke sai d, "You 
skould Lear yourself, Jun-Hee, you speak your Korean 
like a foreigner.” Tken ke answered my question. ''No, 
your motker and I talk more now tkan we did wken we 
were togetker. Ske’s kecome more tkougktful in deatk; 
ske kas more to say.” 

"Wkere do you speak?” I asked. I keard tke front door 
open and Tanner came in. He was kome early from work; 
ke carried a kag of groceries in one arm. I waved to kim 
and tried to look kappily surprised. 

"Wkat do you mean?” my fatker said. “We talk wk er- 
ever ske wants to. Sometimes ske asks me questions at 
work, in front of a manager or a clerk. Questions ske 
knows will make me angry and want to answer ker tkere. ” 

Tanner kegan to unload groceries into tke refrigera- 
tor and tke cakinets. I took tke pkone out to tke porck. 
"CanT you just tkink kack an answer? You don’t really 
kave to talk, do you?” 

“No, Jun-Hee, I talk. Ske talks to me; I talk kack. 
It’s a conversation.” 

“Forgive me; I’m not up on all of tkis. ” Tkere was 
a skort silence ketween us. 

“Ske said ske’s seen you,” my fatker continued. 

I felt my stomack turn. “Really? "I asked. “Wkat else 
did ske say akout me? ” 

“Ske said ske took your kaky.” 

I swallowed kard and sat down. “Tkat’s true. ” I kept 
my kack to tke kitcken and tkere was no sound, I guessed 
tkat Tanner migkt kave gone to tke kedroom to ckange. 
“It was a terrikle tking for ker to do. ” I knew tkat ke would 
disagree, tkat my fatker kelieved our future lay in tke 
kands of tke dead. Like fate, tkey could do no wrong or 
rigkt. Tkere was a low rattle across tke pkone line. He 
didn’t kave to answer me, kut in kis long silence tkere 
seemed an intentional cruelty. “Did ske tell you wky? ” I 
asked, and I was surprised to find myself crying. 

“No.” His voice was sad, yet resigned. My fatker 
carried a self-control tkat exerted its presence on anyone 
near kim. Witk a conscious deptk in kis voice, ke said, 
“I know wky, tkougk. Ske told me sometking kefore ske 
died.” He waited. Finally, ke said, “Ske bold me she tor- 
gives you. ske said, 'I kave forgiven our Jun- Hee and 
you will, too. But ker ckildren never will. Tkey ’ll never 
kave America and tkey ’ll never kave Korea. Tke voices 
of tkeir ancestors will ke too tangled to kear.” 

^ I wiped a kand across my face and felt angry at my 
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own ridiculous tears. I was careful to keep tkem from my 
voice. “Ske kad no rigkt to say tkat. You kotk knew tkat 
Tanner and I kad no plans for ckildren.” I wkispered now, 
I don’t know wky. “Ske kad no rigkt to take our ckdd, to 
decide for us.” 

“Don’t argue witk me. I’m telling you wkat ske said. 
Besides, Jun-Hee, ckildren or not, tke fact is you’ve 
krou gkt tke end of our family. It’s not your motker s 
fault. ” 

My kead was swimming and I felt suddenly foolisk 
for calling kim. Could I kave expected anytking ketter 
tkan tkis? I disconnected tke line. I sat still a moment 
and wiped my eyes again. Tken I went to tke kitcken and 
kung up tke pkone. Tanner was out of sigkt. On tke porck 
I sat in a frayed lawn ckair. I wondered if my fatker was 
pleased ky tke pkone call, or ifke could still feel kad for 
me. I kegan to cry again — it felt natural, and I decided not 
to ke emkarrassed. I knew tke next time I talked to kim, 
in a montk or a year, tkere would ke no reference to any 
oftk is. We would act as if it kadn’t kappened and resume 
our careful roles. And wasn’t tkat tke way I wanted it? 
^X^sn’t tke distance wkat I kad wanted since leaving Korea? 

Tanner came out onto tke porck; ke kad ckanged 
into skorts and a T-skirt. His rigkt kand was taped up 
and kis pinkie^ was stiff witk a splint. He sat down in tke 
ckair across from me, and I sniffled and leaned forward. 

“I got in anotker accident, ” ke said, smding and kold- 
ing tke kand out. “Broke tke finger in two places. I may 
kave totalled tke rental car.” 

He laugked and I did, too. I wiped my eyes. “Wkat 
kappened? ” I asked. 

“I missed a possum and kit a tree in tke process. My 
pinkie turned kackward wken my kand kit tke dask. ” 

“Tanner. ” I sat keside kim and ke laugked again. 
“Wkat skould we do witk you?” 

He said, “I klacked out for a minute, too. Tkey took 
me to tke kospital, kut tke doctor decided my kead was 
all rigkt.” 

“You skould kave called me.” 

“Tke doctor laugked wken I told kim tke wkole story.” 

I smiled and skook my kead. “And tken you went 
and got groceries?” 

"I called Frank at tke skop, ana ke drove me kome. 
I’m starving.” 

I went to a Catkolic ckurck wkere I knew two Korean 
families worskipped. I didn’t expect to see eitker of tkem; 
it was just tke only ckurck in tke area tkat I knew any- 
tking akout. I picked a Tkursday morning — for some rea- 
son I didn’t want Tanner to know — and I called tke lak 
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to tell Al ex I d Le late to work. 

My motker never left tke Buddkasasana,^ tkougk 
ske kad to face cruel jokes from my fatker wkenever ske 
voiced ker keliefs. He'd kad a Protestant “uncle” from 
Britain wken ke was young — actually just a close friend 
of kis fatker s. Tkere was always kis proud insistence tkat 
ke was a Protestant, kis telling me, often wkile angry or 
drinking, tke story of Ckrist. Later, wken I took a class 
in college kere, I realized kow little ke really understood 
Ckristianity and kow kis Makayana Buddkist upkring- 
ing kad not left kim. 

I knew tke connection to my motker was tkin in tkis 
ckurck. But I went for my own sake — mayke I would feel 
closer to ker. 

It was a new, squat kuilding witk wkite aluminum 
siding and very few windows — industrial-strengtk religion, 
I suppose. Tke only sign of koliness was a small golden 
cross, percked at tke crown o ftke roof like a weatker- 
vane. I arrived at twenty after eigkt and tke next mass 
was sckeduled for nine, wkick didn't kotker me at all. I 
didn t feel up to tke crowd or tke structure of a mass — 
it was tke first time I kad keen in a ckurck in six years, 
and tke last time kad keen for our wedding. 

I found a pew far enougk from tke altar not to feel 
intimidated kut close enougk to kelp me work up some- 
tking like a prayer. I folded my kands in my lap. Tkere 
was a ceramic figure of tke Virgin Mary kanging ky tke 
altar, and I found ker eyes meeting my own. 

wken I tkougkt of tke kaky I pictured tke kundle of 
klanket from tke dream. But I knew my ckild kad keen 
little more tkan a fertilized egg and a lot of klood. Tkere 
were tke films I kad seen in college ckarting tke devel- 
opment of tke fetus — tke tigkt curl of tke kack, tke odd, 
oversized kea d, tke arms and kands and dark-red fingers. 

I stared at Mary, at tke wrinkled klue of ker ceramic 
gown, at ker wide skoulders and small kreasts. Finally I 
asked to speak to my motker. Despite wkat my fatker 
kad said, I only spoke in tkougkts. 

I closed my eyes and tkat kelped me to concentrate, 
to see ker in my memory. “I want to talk to you. Wkat 
you did to Tanner and me was wrong. I want to know 
wky you did it. I deserve an explanation. " 

I pictured my motker in ker kurgundy, V^stern- 
style dress, tke one ske kad worn in tke dream. I pic- 
tured ker kearing me and considering an answer. I imag- 
ined tke wei gkt of wisdom and perspective in ker fea- 
tures — ^tke confidence of tke dead, tke tkougktfulness 
tkat my fatker kad mentioned. I wondered wkat ske kad 
done witk my daugkter, and I wanted to see tke ckild. 
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too, kut my imagination kad limits. 

I waited. Wken I opened my eyes, tke ckurck keld a 
yellow glow from tke can dleligkt and tke morning sun 
tkrougk tke kigk windows. Tkere was a clean smell, like 
varnisk. 

“I don't understand,” I wkispered. Tkere was no one 
close enou gk to overkear. I rested my ckin on my folded 
kands, on tke kack of tke pew kefore me. “I don't know, 
I don't know i f tkis ck urck kelps anytking or not, for 
you. I'm very serious, tkougk. I don t tkink I m asking 
too muck.” 

I waited. I tkougkt of my motker in Korea, of tk( 
continual skuffle of ker slippers and tke koUow quiet i 
ker eyes. I imagined ker caring for my ckild in deatk, 
grandmotker, and I kegan to fee Itke keaviness of self- 
pity in my stomack. “You owe me tkis,” I wkispered, try- 
ing not to ke kitter or pitiful. I stood to go. At tke last 
minute I decided to cross myself. 

At work. Tanner left tke power on wkile ke was wir- 
ing a control kox and gave kimself a skock tkat could 
kave keen fatal. Wken ke called me at tke lak I could 
kear a smile in kis voice, kut ke was no longer up to a 
lau gk. “Wkat do you tkink it is? I asked. “Can tkis real- 
ly ke just coincidence?” 

“I don't know.'’ 

I waited. “Tanner, mayke you skould talk to some- 
one wko knows sometking akout tkis.” 

“^ak,” ke said, as ifke kad already considered tkis. 
Join tke analyst generation, kuk? 

'No. just get some kelp, kefore you kill yourself.” 

I m not going to kill myself. I just — I don't know. 
I tkink it s tkat my mind s keen elsewkere a lot. Botk 
accidents kappened wkile I was doing sometking routine — 
I wasn't even tkinking. Tke possum accident I kad no 
control over. Sometimes I wonder if I'm sukconsciously 
punisking myself.” 

“For wka t? Tkat' s ridiculous.” 

“Mayke,” ke laugked, tkougk it was not a pleasant 
lau gk, “kut so is wrecking two cars and electrocuting 
yourself in one week. It's patketic,^ Jun-Hee. I kaven't 
felt tkis clumsy since pukerty. I m like some teenager.” 

Alex walked ky my cukicle and gave tke microscope 
a keavy glance, as if I were invisikle unless kent over tke 
eyepiece. He went on into kis office witkout a word. 
“Well,” I said to Tanner, “I just don't kuy tke do-it-your- 
self Freud.” I waited for a response, kut all ke said was 
“Uk-kuk.” 

Listen, I said. I kave to go. Alex is on tke prowl. 
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Fm coming kome soon, tkougk, and we ll keat up some 
leftovers. Fll kring us a kottle of wine. You are old enougk 
to drink, aren’t you, my late kloomer?’’ 

Late in tke evening, we lay togetker on tke sofa witk 
tke ligkts out and I kissed kis smootk ckest, kotk of kis 
tiny pink nipples, kadn’t spoken for some time. Wken 
Tanner kegan, kis tone was distant, as if from somewkere 
in kis memory. 

''Tke ni gkt kefore we lost tke kaky,” ke said, "I lay 
keside you in ked and I couldn’t sleep. You kad keen out 
cold for a wkile. At some point, I decided to turn tke 
spare room into a nursery, all in my mind.” 

He paused. I put my ear to kis ckest and keard tke 
even tkump of kis keart. He said, T took down tke ridicu- 
lous wallpaper first tking. I painted tke wa Us a ligkt kl ue, 
witk wkite clouds spread across tke ceiling. I went slowly, 
taking tke time to imagine everytking until I could see it. 
You know?” 

I nodded against kis ckest. I toucked tke curve of kis 
side. "Yes.” 

"I put in kasekoards aU tke way around, nice stained 
wood. I stencilled tumkling clowns across tkem, and yek 
low tulips. I replaced tke ked witk a crik made of wkite 
painted wicker. Tk en I kung a mokile akove tke crik — 
klue waves and silver dolpkins. Every detail, Jun-Hee. ” 

I closed my eyes and imagined tke room for myself. 

"In place of our dresser I put one made of tke same 
painted wicker, witk drawers tkat smeUed like cedar and 
a clotk top, for ckanging diapers, tkat smelled of talcum. 
In place of tke desk went tke kassinet and a kamper.” 

I toucked kis stomack an d I k eard kis voice from 
witkin kis ckest. He kent one knee and turned close 
against me. 

"On tk e wall I kung a kri gkt -faced clock witk fat 
numkers and a mouse on tke minute kand. Everytking. 
Wken I was done I looked at tke alarm clock in our room 
and it kad taken me two full kours. Just to imagine it and 
plan it out. I still couldn’t sleep, tkougk, so I got out of 
ked and went down tke kail. I walked tkrougk tke room 
for a wkile and I looked out tke window, past tke crik. ” 
He paused. "I imagined tke view in tke morning. ” 

I toucked tke deep curve akove kis kip and I closed 
my eyes. I tkongkt of wkere I kad keen tkat nigkt, with 
tke ckild and my motker, wkile Tanner kudt kis nursery. 
It seemed to me, kere and now, tkat tke accumulation 
of six years of marriage kadn’t closed tke distances I kad 
tkougkt it would. 

wken ke spoke again, kis voice kad come kack keside 

er|c 



me. "It’s tke coldest room in tke kouse — I tkougkt akout 
it later. It’ s on tkat comer witk just tke one duct. It never 
would kave worked. ” 

“It could kave,” I said. 

"No, it’s too far from our room. We wouldn’t kave 
keard tke kaky wken it woke at nigkt and kegan to cry.” 

“We would kave,” I said. 

He kit kimself on tke tkumk witk a kammer — not 
a kard tking to do, really. Tken ke got a sleeve caugkt in 
some kind of standup drill, kut it only scratcked kis 
wrist and ripped tke skirt. I told kim ke skould stay in 
kis office more, mayke stick to tke telepkone and a dull 
pencil. 

“Tkanks for tke confidence, ” ke said. "Tkat’s exact- 
ly wkat Frank said — for tke sake of tke company insur- 
ance policy if not for my own good.” 

Tke next day ke decided we needed a trip. He planned 
tke wkole tking out kefore springing it on me.® We would 
go up to New Hampskire and kike in tke Wkite Mountains, 
a “someday’ ’ ke’d k een talking akout for quite a wkile. 
We could do two day-kikes, and find a ckeap motel for 
tke Saturday nigkt ketween. Friday, on tke way up, we 
would spend witk kis motker — wko was keginning to 
recover from ker stroke — at ker kouse in wkite R iver 
Junction. 

It all sounded rigkt to me and we just did it. kotk 
kad tke vacation day coming, we kotk knew tke k reak 
was overdue; we simply decided to take it tke very next 
weekend, and packed. 

Tke day k efore we left, I got our montkly ckecking 
statement in tke mail. Tkere were two ckecks written ky 
Tanner to a Janet Holden, eack for a kundred dollars and 
eack written on a payday. It took me a minute to realize 
tkat Janet Hold en was tke woman wko kad kit Tanner’s 
car, tke woman witk no insurance. At first tkere was 
sometking like jealousy, kut it did n’t take long for tke 
feeling to pass. I wondered wky ke kadn’t said any- 
tking — -I was tke one wko kalanced our ckeckkook, so 
paying witk a ckeck was as good as telling me. I wondered 
if ske kad asked for tkis, and kow tkey decided on exact- 
ly a kundred dollars for eack ckeck. I felt a little angry, 
too — we already kad close to a tkousand dollars in repair 
kills from tke two car accidents, and I wondered kow 
long ke intended to keep up tkese payments. I didn’t 
want to play tke role of tke nagging wife, or to give kim 
tke role of tke good-kearted kut misunderstood kuskand, 
so I decided to let kim come and explain it to me. I left 
tke statement out on our desk, so ke would know tkat I 
kad seen it. 
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Tkat ni gkt ke said notking, tkougk I was sure ke'd 
seen tke statement. Friday morning we packed up tke car 
and left. 

took tke kack way, up some keautiful roads, 
tkrougk tke Berkskires on Route 7 and into Vermont. 
Tanner worried akout seeing kis motker again. It kad keen 
four montks since a stroke left ker virtually paralyzed 
from tke neck down. He kad spent a week and a kalf witk 
ker wken ske got out of tke kospital, and we'd keen up 
twice since. Ske kad a full-time nurse and refused to live 
anywkere kut in ker own kome — a fact tkat kotkered 
Tanner kut tkat went rigkt along witk everytking I kad 
admired in ker since we'd first met. Besides, I was pretty 
sure tkat Tanner's real complaint akout ker stukkornness 
kad notking to do wi tkk er well-keing. He wanted eitker 
tke confident, independent, and aggressively kealtky 
motker ke kad always kad or a witkered and resigned 
skell tkat ke could rememker ker in. Tkis in-ketween 
stuff scared kim — coiJd tkis person wko kad to ke fed and 
katked and ckanged ky a nurse stiU ke tke same motker 
wko kad raised kim? I never would kave told Tanner any 
of tkis kut I saw tkat k is motker knew it, too. Tkere was 
a small distance ketween tkem since tke stroke, and I 
could tell it kurt tkem kotk. 

Tke live-in nurse, wkose name was Mrs. Carlis, greet- 
ed us from tke doorway of kis motker 's kouse. “Tkere 
tkey are, ske called as we stepped out of tke car. “Rigkt 
on time. Ske was a loud and smotkering*^ person, some- 
times to tke point of keing patronizing. Tke kind of 
woman wko wore no makeup on principle, and was sure 
to tell you so witkin an kour of meeting you. Ske made 
me laugk. 

Tanner s motker was ckarming and affectionate, 
clearly excited akout our sudden visit. Tanner kissed ker 
ckeek and took ker folded kands from ker lap. He squat- 
ted kefore ker wkeelckair and wkispered sometking to 
ker; I looked out tke window to let tkem ke alone. In a 
minute kis motker said, “Ok, stop it. Get lost now, and 
let me talk to your wife." 

Vfe all sat tkrougk tke last of tke afternoon on ker 
patio. Tanner actually klusked as ke went tkrougk tke 
list of accidents for kis motker, and ske smiled witk con- 
cern and sadness. Occasionally ske asked Mrs. Carlis to 
cross or uncross ker legs for ker, or to find ker sun kat. 
In tke time since our last visit, I kad forgotten tke still- 
ness witk wkick ske listened to people now — ker con- 
centration was kotk flattering and intimidating. But 
Mrs. Carlis carried tke kurden of tsks and sigks and 
waved kands for kotk of tkem. “Ok, no,' Mrs. Carlis 
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said to Tanner. “Ok, tkat's terrikle. My goodness, wkat 
you've keen tkrougk." 

His motker said, “Do you expect more damage, or 
is tkis it now?" 

Tanner skrugged. “if I knew — you know. I don't ex- 
pect anytking else; I didn't expect any of it.” 

“Tkat' s good, ske said. “Don't lose your confidence. 
Tanner.” Ske smiled. “Just tke same, we ’ll go witk paper 
plates and plastic knives for dinner, I suppose.” 
laugked. 

In tke evening Tanner went out for ice cream and 
Mrs. Carlis disappeared into ker room. “One tking I'U 
give ker, Tanner's motker wkispered to me, “ske's care- 
ful to allow me some privacy.” 

“Tkat' s important,” I said. 

Yes. Ske s O.K. Ske's ketter tkan you migkt tkink. 
Sometimes I like ker ckatter — it keeps me from feeling 
lonely. And wken I'm tired of ker, I say so. Ske under- 
stands. " 

I nodded. Ske asked me akout Tanner — wkat I 
tkougkt was causing all of kis accidents. I said I didn't 
know, kut I couldn t kelieve it was just coincidence any- 
more. “No, " ske said, “I tk in kke’ s expecting tkings to go 
wrong. Tkere's sometking in tke way ke walks, I tkink. 
Mayke tke eyes — I m not sure wkat. Tken ske said wkat 
we were kotk really tkinking, a talent of kers. “I kelieve 
it s kis way of dealing witk tke miscarriage.” 

Ske waited for my reaction. I didn't like tke word 
^miscarriage.” I tkou gkt it 1 aid tke klame on me, as 
tkougk I kad miskandled my own uterus. I instantly felt 
a powerful urge to tell ker my dream, tkougk — ^to explain 
wkat kad really kappened and to kear ker advice. 

V^ken I was still quiet ske asked. How akout you? 
Any of your own self-puniskment? Any feelings of guilt?” 
Tkere was empatky^^ in ker voice, notking accusing or 
patronizing. I kad given up comparisons to my own 
motker a long time ago, kut tkere were still moments of 
envy. 

I don t know,” I said. Tkere's guilt, sure. Some times 
I wonder kow muck we really wanted a kaky. You know 

we never planned to kave any.” 

«v '' 

les. 

I wanted to tell ker; tke wkole dream was tkere, and 
until tkat moment I kadn't realized quite kow keavy it 
was for me to carry alone. My fatker kad certainly keen 
no kelp. But tke trutk was I really didn't know tkis 
woman as well as I sometimes pretended to. I was afraid 
of ker reaction, and mayke a little selfisk akout tke 
dream ky now. 
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I said, ^^Tanner tkinks it was all for tke kest^ tkat 
mayke we weren t ready for ker.” 

“It was a girl?” 

I was momentarily skocked — I kad never tkougkt 
twice. “I guess so. In my mind it was.” We kotk keard 
Tanner’s car come up tke driveway. 

Ske said, “I kope you won’t feel I’m kutting in if I 
tell you tkis; no one is ever ready, Jun-Hee. It’s tke peo- 
ple wko tkink tkey ’re ready wko end up in troukle. You 
skould try again. Tanner told me wkat tke doctor said — 
tkat it was an isolated tking — and I tkink tke kest way 
for kotk of you to get over tkis is to try again. You’ll 
kave a perfect ckild tkis time. ” 

Tke front door opened and Tanner came in, wiping 
kis feet on tke mat. I was tkankful for kis timing, ke- 
cause I didn’t know wkat to say. He keld up a plastic kag 
witk a quart of ice cream inside. “Mint ckocolate ckip, ” 
ke announced — it was my favorite. 

Tkat nigkt we slept togetker in tke twin ked tkat 
kad keen Tanner’s since ckildkood. Hack time we slept 
over, we kotk went tkrougk tke skifting positions tkat I 
rememkered from tke ni gkts we’d spent togetker in col- 
lege: lying close and entangled at first, separating slowly 
as our limks kecame numk and sleep kegan to feel more 
important tkan intimacy, finally dividing tke narrow ked 
into individual spaces, like ckildren in tke kack seat of a 
car. 

Tonigkt I found myself unakle to sleep. I lay witk 
my kack to Tanner and my cold feet tucked keneatk kis 
calves. Tke skades on tke windows were pulled, and tkey 
gave tke darkness of tke room a deptk and a texture. I 
imagined tkat I could see tke waves of Tanner’s even 
kreatk, tke way I kave sometimes seen tke landscape of 
music. I let myself fall into tke ekk and tke flow, kut 
tkere was still tke loneliness. 

And tke distance. I kad keen in tkis country for a 
long time, two years of kigk sckool and into college, 
wi tktke pk one calls and my motker weeping and tke let- 
ters full of affection and guilt, kef ore I understood tkat 
tke distance was inside me, tkat it was me. ske told me 
tkat wken I was korn ske kad an idea; ske claimed it 
came to ker in tke painful moments of my kirtk, wken 
notking else could get tkrougk: ske saw before ker eack 
year of my life, eack its own instant, a rapid film from 
kirtk to d eatk. Ske saw tkat I would live long, tkat I 
would age well, witk a straigkt kack. 

Tke first kirtkdays I don’t rememker, of course, 
t^ugk I kave seen tke pkotos. Tkey dressed me in a silk 
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kimono — royal klue, a new size eack year. My parents 
were not wealtky wken I was young, and tkis was an 
unusual extravagance. By my tkirteentk kirtkday, tke 
rokes were kanging in tkeir own closet — a rising sea of 
klue — eack worn only once. 

In tke earliest years tkat I can recall, wken I was five 
and six, tkere was expectation and excitement. Before 
dawn my motker would come witk a candle, and tke new 
roke folded over one arm, and a wide smile — a rare gift. 
Togetker we dressed me in tke tkick wkispers of tke fak- 
ric and in our ceremonial silence. Her kands moved con- 
tinuously — straigktening, creasing, cupping, nervous. 

My fatker would kave tke camera ready on a crude 
stand — tkey counted floorkoards to ke sure of tke dis- 
tance. I stood kefore tke screen tkat kad come from a 
kskerman in my motker s village, tkree generations 
kefore ker. It was a dream: tke carp leapt from tke river 
and danced, eack tree keld its own moon. My skoulders 
kack, arms ky my sides, I stared straigkt into tke camera. 

wken I was positioned, my fatker and my motker 
took tkeir places Lek ind tke camera and togetker we 
waited for dawn. I kad keen korn at dawn — ^tke timing 
was important. Tke long window kek ind tkem faced east 
to tke kald kills, kut tkey stood wi tk tk eir Lacks to it, 
tkeir eyes set on me. I kad to watek tke camera, kut I 
learned kow wide peripkeral vision^^ could ke. Tkey stood 
togetker kut never close, my fatker’s kand on tke cam- 
era, my motker s keavy stare wateking for tke first rosy 
ligkt to fall across my ckeeks. Witk eack year tkis stiff 
wait kegan to swallow tke rest of tke ceremony. I learned 
to dread my kirtkday. Wken I was young I tkougkt tkat 
it was customary, tkat everyone went tkrougk tkis. Later 
I was emkarrassed; I stopped telling friends and na gged 
my motker until ske kid tke klue kimonos in a kox 
under tke ked. 

In tke pkotos tke progression was clear: tke skad- 
ings in my face from pride to concentration to koredom 
and resentment. I knew early tkat tkese pkotos kelon ged 
to my motker, tkat tkey were ker propkecy fulfilled. But 
for eack year I kave an image of my own as well. In mine 
ker own progression is tke same: from pride to sadness and 
disappointment. Tkere is tke morning, coming tkrougk 
tke windows to surround ker, and tke stillness, tke empty 
promise. Sometimes I flincked at tke click oftk e camera, 
suddenly rememkering tkat I was posing, tkat tkis was a 
year of my life. 

I listened to Tanner’s deep kreatking. I eased my legs 
out of tke covers and tiptoed to tke door. In tke living 
room I found tke pkone easily — kere tke skades were up 
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and tke ni gkt was fuUoftke moon. I dialled my fatker's 
numker wkile counting tke kours: ke would ke just 
kome from work. 

Tke connection was kad — pops and clicks, tke muf- 
fled ecko of tke ring. It occurred to me tkat I kad notk- 
ing to say to kim, tkat ke was only a way to ker. His 
pkone rang. I struggled for some connection, some way 
to get to my dream, kut eventually I realized tkat no one 
would answer. He wasn’t kome. I kung up tke pkone and 
sat kack on tke couck. Tke nigkttime was pale tkrougk 
tke windows. 

I waited. Tken I reacked my arms out and I felt tke 
small weigkt and warmtk, supported in my kands. I 
lunged forward — in tkat instant I didn’t kave to tkink or 
decide, kecause ske was falling. I reacked out and took 
ker from tke air. I took ker in and I wkispered to ker. I 
keld ker kard against my ckest. 

It was really only a drizzle on tke road tke next morn- 
ing, and sometimes it stopped completely for a stretck. 
Tke sky was all grey, tk ougk, witk no sign of ligkt. Wken 
we were almost tkere we stopped at a visitors’ center and 
asked a forest ranger akout trail conditions. Tke woman 
smiled ker way tkrougk a long list of warnings: trails 
may ke wet and footing slippery, step witk care; temper- 
atures can drop tkirty degrees in a matter of kours, 
always pack prepared; conditions akove tree line can 
ckange in minutes, keep an eye on tke sky. Ske talked 
us out of Mt. Madison — not today — and recommended 
a peak called Mt. Hale instead. Ske sold us a map and 
pointed out tke most dangerous trails. H er krown uni- 
form was starcked and ske never kent ker kack. Enjoy 
your stay in tke Wkite Mountains,” ske said. 

Wed rove tke few miles to tke trailkead. Tanner imi- 
tating ker perfect posture, and parked our car ky tke 
narrow opening tkrougk tke trees. We ckecked tke map 
once more, tken started up tke first trail to tke Hale 
mountain cutoff. Tkere were exposed roots and skallow 
puddles all over tke trail, kut we were wearing sneakers 
and tke footing wasn’t really so kad. In tke distance, 
wkick-ever way you looked, tke trees seemed to mesk 
witk tke low sky into a gauzy gray.^"^ Occasional kranck- 
es stretcked across tke trail and skowered us wken we 
cleared tke way. 

Tanner was kukkly, kappy to ke kere at last. He 
decided tke weatker would clear wken we were at tke top 
and tomorrow would ke a perfect day and we would prok- 
akly see some deer or moose. I laugked. 

^fe crossed a fast river on a footkridge and soon tke 



trail kegan to rise more skarply. Tke rain picked up a lit- 
tle, kut we could kardly tell keyond tke sound it made on 
tke ceiling of leaves akove us. Our kreatking picked up 
as well, and I could feel tke sweat run down my kack and 
tke insides of my arms. We kegan to take skort kreaks, 
to rest our calves and to take tke packs from our skoul- 
ders. At one point tkere was a rocky, exposed outcrop- 
ping, and tke day was full of fog. Below us tke trees fell 
off into a green carpet and were lost. 

It kappened slowly, kut somewkere along tke way 
tke mountain kecame muck steeper, took kreaks 
more often, kut we didn’t talk muck — in a way, it didn’t 
seem necessary. We smiled, tkougk; we were kotk kaving 
fun. 

At some point I kegan to tkink akout tke woman 
witk tke car wko kit Tanner — I couldn’t rememker ker 
name. I tkougkt of asking kim rigkt tken akout tke 
ckecks, kut tke trail zigzagged up a skarp slope, and it 
just seemed like too muc k effort. Soon I decided tkat I 
wouldn’t ask, tkat ke kad no rigkt to play tkis silence 
game wken ke knew tkat I knew. Tke wkole tking re- 
minded me of sometking my fatker would do. 

Mayke we were kotk a little lost in tkougkt, kut it 
seemed tkat suddenly tke trees were muck skorter and 
tke fog was tigkt and cool. must ke close to tree 

line. Tanner said, and in a few minutes we were tkere. 
Tke trees receded into tougk, squat skruks and we were 
literally in a cloud. It was fantastic. You could only see 
mayke a kundred feet in any direction and tke mist 
rolled and tumkled across tke rocks and up tke moun- 
tain. It wasn’t really raining now, kut tke fog was so 
keavy tkat it turned into drops on our parkas. In only a 
minute, tkere were diamonds sown tkrougk Tanner’s 
kair and across kis eyekrows and kanging, even, from kis 
laskes.*^ 

“Tkis is strange,” ke said. 

It s amazing.” Tke silence was fuzzy and kollow, as 
if it would swallow up even a scream. Tanner took my 
kand, and I realized kow wonderfully alone we were. 
How isolated — we kadn’t come upon anotker kiker all 
day. 

“Wkat time do you tkink it is?” ke asked me. I 
looked at my watck, it was past twelve- tkirty. 

“Well, ” ke said, “wkat do you tkink?” 

He was asking wkat we skould do, and I couldn’t 
kelieve it. I couldn’t kelieve ke could actually consider 
turning kack. “We must ke pretty close,” I said. Tke 
weatker s tke same as it s keen all day; it’s not even rain- 
ing, really. Wkere s tkat map? Let’s see wkere we are. ” 
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looked at tke map Lut we didn't know kow to tell 
kow far we kad come. It didn't skow any tree line, and on 
tke kack it explained tkat tke level varied in different 
places across tke mountain, depending on exposure. 

“We can't ke too far,” I said. “I can't imagine giving 
up now.” 

“O.K.” 

“We can kave lunck at tke peak. Mayke it'll clear a 
little and we ll get a view. Wko knows? " 

“O.K.,” ke said. 

“Tanner. Do you want to do tkis? " 

“Yeak.” He nodded and avoided my eyes. Finally ke 
looked at me. “%s, I do. I really do. Let's just keep an eye 
on tke sky, as our friendly ranger says.” 

It didn't take long for tke skruks to give way to kare 
rock, witk rock piles stacked a few feet kigk to skow tke 
trail. At first we could see two or tkree markers akead, 
kut eventually tke fog revealed only one at a time. Tke 
cloud moved past us and straigkt up tke mountain, and 
I imagined tkat it could carry us, tkat we could close our 
eyes an diet ourselves ke lifted to tke peak and across it 
into tke sky. 

Just wken we were kotk keginning to lose some con- 
kdence (at least I was; Tanner's concerned expression 
looked set and permanent) we came to a wooden sign 
knocked in ketween tke rocks. It marked tke separation 
of two trails. One way led down a kalf mile to a moun- 
tain kut, and tke otker a mile up to tke peak of Mt. 
Hale. We took tke Hale f ork, and for a wkile it was 
mostly flat — even downkill in places — and we moved 
quickly. At one point Tanner made a small jump ketween 
rocks, kut kis foot slid wken ke landed. He skinned tke 
palm of one kand and tore a small kole in tke k nee of kis 
jeans. 

“Put some antikiotic on your kand, " I said. 

He skook kis kead. “I don't want any. I'm fine. " He 
didn't look at me. 

Soon tke trail turned kack upkill, as we kotk k new 
it kad to, and I kegan to wonder if our cloud wasn't get- 
ting darker. For tke first time, tke possikility of a tkun- 
derstorm occurred to me. I couldn't understand wky we 
kadn't made tke peak yet, and I kept looking akead for 
tke levelling off and tke top of tke mountain. 

Tken Tanner just stopped. I sensed everytking ri gkt 
away, kut wken ke said, “I don't know wkere tke trail 
went,” I came very close to crying. We looked in all 
directions for a marker. 

“Let's kacktrack,” I sai d, kut we eack kad a different 
idea of tke way we’d come. For a few minutes I followed 
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Tanner, kut I knew ke was going too directly downward — 
we kad come up and across. 

“Tkis is wrong,” I said. “I tkink tke trail's to tke 
ri gkt some. ' But ke kept walking. I stopped. “Tanner. 
You already got us lost. You don't know wkere you're 
going.” Now ke stopped. He sat down keavily and lay 
kack against kis pack. Tkere was sometking unnatural 
and afraid in kis face. 

I knelt keside kim. "We can't ke far, really. Wky 
don't we look at tke map?” 

He keld kis kands interlocked over kis closed eyes, 
tke palms outward. One was spotted witk tkin lines of 
klood from tke scratckes. He skook kis kead. “Wkat 
good is tke map if we re not on a trail? We don't even 
know kow to use tke fucking tking.” 

I felt it all drain out of me — my energy, mayke, my 
confidence, any last traces of entkusiasm I kad for tkis 
trip. I said, “Wk en s tke last time you rememker seeing 
a marker? How long ago? " He skook kis kead. “Tanner, 
wkat's tke matter? Are you sick or sometking? You're 
acting strange.” 

I expected kim to open kis eyes, to sit up and take 
my kand or even to smile. But all ke did was skake kis 
kead again. “You're scaring me,” I said. Finally ke opened 
kis eyes and sat up witk a grunt. 

“Let's eat lunck.” I took my pack off and opened it. 
“Let's eat sometking and kave some water and try to 
tkink akout tkis witkout panicking. All ri gfit, Tanner? ” 

Tanner closed kis eyes and nodded. I was tkan kful 
for a reaction tkat made sense. He took kis pack off. 

“I don't know wkat I was tkinking,” Tanner said. He 
kit into a sandwick and stared at tke rocks and tke fog. 
“I tkougkt I could tell tke trail ky tke smootk rocks. I 
forgot akout tke mar kers. " He laugked. “All tke rocks 
are smootk. " 

We cut straigkt across tke mountain and I kept tkink- 
ing I saw tke vague form of a marker emerging, kut it 
never kappened. I kept my watck out now — it was already 
close to tkree, and in tkis weatker it would ke dark well 
kefore eigkt. I kegan to lead and Tanner followed me witk 
kis kead down, watcking eack step. I got angry. “Tanner, 
wkat are you doing? You're not even looking for tke trail.” 

“I don't want to slip again.” ke said. He keld kis palm 
up for me. 

“Let's stop a minute and put sometking on tkat. 
Please?” 

We got out tke first-aid kit and I rukked antikiotic 
cream into kis cuts. “I figure if we find tke trail,” I said, 
just tkinking of it tken, “we can follow it to tkat kut. 
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It's not very far, and mayLe we could spend tke ni gkt 
tkere.” It occurred to me tkat I was treating kim like a 
ckild. “You lead,” I said. 

Tanner seemed to look akead for tke trail now, and 
I found my mind wandering. I imagined tkat if tke sun 
kurned tkrougk for just a minute or two we would see 
tke markers and tke skape of tke mountain around us. 
Mayke tke trail would ke rigkt tkere, a few yards away. 
Suddenly, for no reason, tke name came to me — Janet 
Holden. I could see it written across tke canceled ckecks. 

I felt lonely; I felt lost in a world so far from all of tkat. 

I told myself, woke up tkis morning in Tanner's tiny 
ked in Wkite River. To nigkt we ll sleep in a lumpy motel 
ked, or in a sleeping kag at tke warm kut. I promised 
myself tkat I'd ke tkan kful. 

Janet Holden, Janet Holden. It ran tkrougk my mind 
witk eack step I took, like a drumkeat. I coiildn't get rid 
of it. Janet Holden. 

Wken it was almost five o'clock, my skoulders were 
kurning under tke pack and my legs were mkker. I real- 
ized, at last, tkat Tanner kad completely given up. I felt 
tkat tkis was tke overdue end of a long collapse for kim, 
and I was kotk sorry and angry. I was angry at tke pity I 
felt, too, and at tke fact tkat ke kad come to tkis. I 
found tkat tkere was some small part of me, somewkere 
kekind my riks, tkat could kate kim. But tkis wasn't 
Tanner anymore; I was alone. 

At some point I kegan to cry, and I sat down and let 
it come. Tanner lay kack on tke rock keside me, acting as 
tkougk ke coiJdn't kear me. I got so angry tkat I puncked 
kim kard on tke arm. He jumped and glared at me. 

“Ok, ke lives!” I yelled. “He still feels pain — tkank 
God for tkat.” 

Tanner rukked kis arm. I was kusy crying and I didn't 
notice tke ckange, kut after a wkile ke spoke, skould 
go down, " ke said softly. 

“Wkat?” 

“We skould go down. Straigkt down. ^^J^'ll kave skel- 
ter in tke trees. We migkt ke akle to find water. " 

. I continued to cry, despite myself. I kugged kim and 
leaned against kim, tkougk tke anger was still tkere. 
“You kad no rigkt to leave me alone, " I sai d. “You can't 
do tkat — you kad no rigkt. " 

He did kug me kack. Wken I was under some kind 
of control, ke stood and kelped me up. He said, “Let's 
get to tke trees, at least,” and started down. I watcked kim 
a minute. It seemed to me tkat I would kave a kard time 
forgiving kim for tkis. I kad tke feeling of some kind of 
ending — not of our marriage or anytking as easy at tkat. 




I didn't know wkat. It was tke feeling I kad tke morn- 
ing I lost tke ckild. 

Tke way down was steep, and tke silence of tke fog 
wrapped tkickly around me. I listened for my own kreatk- 
ing, kut tkat sound was gone, too. I imagined tkat I 
could let go, just let myself lean over and kegin to fall. I 
would tumkle down tke long slope; I would land in tke 
wet emkrace of a lake. 

And tken, in no time at all. Tanner saw tke sign to 
tke kut. He pointed and said, “Tkere it is,” almost casu- 
ally. It was tke same wooden trail marker we kad come 
to kours kefore. As a celekration, we ate tke last of our 
sandwickes and a good part of our trail mix. We foil owed 
tke trail down, and neitker of us lost sigkt of tke stone 
markers. In a few minutes, tke eerie skape of tke kut 
emerged from tke muddy gray. 

Tkere was a couple from upstate New York wko lent 
us sweatskirts and pants to wear wkile we dried our own 
ky a kerosene keater. We kad missed dinner, kut one of 
tke workers at tke kut made us kot soup and coffee. At 
first ske seemed to tkink I wouldn't understand Englisk; 
ske leaned in to me and spoke slowly. I decided not to ke 
offended, and wken I answered ker question fluently ske 
seemed to apologize witk ker gestures and ker smile. 

Later tke tkunder came, distant and slow at first, 
tken completely surrounding us. Ligktning flasked across 
tke mountain, and tke skadows were quick and long. 
Tanner came to me; ke knelt down and laid kis kead. in 
my lap. He put kis arms around my waist. At first I felt 
tke stares and tke murmurs from across tke room. I 
toucked kis kair and kis face, and I found tkat ke was 
crying. I leaned across kis kack. I missed kim, as if we 
were still apart. I kissed kis kair and accepted kis apolo- 
gy; it was surprisingly easy. 

slept on a wooden kunk in a korrowed sleeping 
kag. Tanner was asleep in a minute, and I was surprised 
to find myself awake. Wken I closed my eyes I saw an 
endless pattern of rocks; I felt tke stepping up and tke 
stepping down still in my kones. I opened my eyes and 
kstened to tke sound oftk e rain against tke roof. I prayed. 
In Korean I recited one of tke meditations I kad learned 
as a ckild from my motker, tke only one I could remem- 
ker. I asked tke kodkisattvas to kelp me to accept tke 
world of dukkka and impermanence, to kelp me sked my 
desire to control. Tke world is ckange; I am ckange. May- 
ke I felt ketter — I don't know. 

My kaky was gone and tkere was really only Tanner 
and I, as I kad once wanted it. My motker kad never 
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Leen witk me, not since I left Seou 1. Tke Jay ske died, 
I kad pretended it didn’t matter. I went tkrougk tke 
w kole day at a distance from myself; I decided tkat it 
would take a lifetime to get kack to ker. My fatker asked' 
me to come for tke kurial, and I said no. 

Tkis nigkt I went kack, tkougk; I tried to cover tke 
distance. It was fifteen years since Fd keen in Korea, kut 
I knew tkat ske would not come to me, tkat ske kad 
made tke reack already, for tke last time. Fifteen years 
is a long way to fall, and I was afraid. I let tke silence of 
tke kut calm me. 

Tkere in tke dark I said to ker, I know I gave up my 
ckild. Fm sorry I let you down. 

I saw ker. Ske stood kefore me in klack kurial gown; 
ske lowered ker eyes kefore ker daugkter. In tke dream I 
told ker, Take care of my kak y, and ske kowed. Tke 
clouds moved around us and across tke stones, and ske 
kowed for an eternity. I wanted to touck ker skin, Lut 
ske wouldn’t let me. Ske raised ker eyes to me; ske saw 
tkat I was crying. 

Take care of my ckild, I said. ^ 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . sick on the bathroom tile: sick from the early stage of pregnancy, she had to sit 
on the tile floor of the bathroom and throw up (vomit) into the toilet. 

2. dour; humorless, serious 

3. hindsight the improved understanding of an event that one has after it has 
occurred 

4. four-fifty an hour: an hourly salary of $4.50 

5. pinkie: the fifth or little finger on one’s hand 

6. Buddhasasana: the Korean sect of Buddhism 

7. pathetic sad, pitiful 

8. springing it on me: surprising me; doing something without any prior information 

9. smothering; so concerned about someone that as a result that person cannot do 
anything independently, i.e., the person feels like s/he cannot even breathe. 

10. patronizing: acting as though one is superior to everyone else 

1 1. empathy: identifying with someone else’s feelings in a sympathetic but realistic way 

1 2. kimono: a Japanese-style robe 

13. peripheral vision: side vision 

14. gauzy gray: the color of gauze (woven fabric used in surgical dressing) 

1 5. lashes: eye lashes 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 



1 . what kin J of relationship Jo Jun-hee anJ Tanner have? 
Who seems to he the stronger person in the relationship? 
what kind of support do they give to each other? 

2 . Did Jun -hee and Tanner want a child? How do they deal 
with the miscarriage? 



3 . 



what douhts trouble Jun-hee? Does Tanner have 
douhts? 



th 



e same 



4 . How does the mountain climb act as a catalyst in helping 
Jun-hee face the loss of h er ch ilJ? Explain. 

5 . What is the significance of Jun-hee’s final Jream? 
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Walter Mitty is a mild-mannered man who 
creates his own world of fantasy as an escape 
from his bossy wife and other people who 
seem threatening to him. Different situations 
and words draw Mitty into a dream-world in 
which he is a hero. 
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“We’ re going tkrougli!” Tke Commander’s voice was like tkin ice 

kreaking. He wore kis full-d ress uniform, witk tke keavily kraided wkite cap pulled down rakiskly^ over one cold 
gray eye. “We can't make it, sir. It's spoiling for a kurricane,^ if you ask me." “I'm not asking you, Lieutenant 
Berg, " said tke Commander. “Tkrow on tke power ligkts! Rev ker up^ to 8,500! We're going tkrougkl" Tke 
pounding of tke cylinders increased; ta-pocketa-pocketa-pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. Tke Commander stared at tke 
ice forming on tke pilot window. He walked over and twisted a row of complicated dials. “Switck on No. 8 aux- 
iliary! " ke skouted. “Switck on No. 8 auxiliary! " repeated Lieutenant Berg. “Full strengtk in No. 3 turret! " 
skouted tke Commander. “Full strengtk in No. 3 turret!" Tke crew, kending to tkeir various tasks in tke kuge, 
kurtling eigkt-engined Navy kydroplane, looked at eack otker and grinned. “Tke Old Man'll get us tkrougk," 
tkey said to one anotker. “Tke Old Man ain't afraid of Hell!”... 

“Not so fast! You're driving too fast!” said Mrs. Mitty. “Wkat are you driving so fast for?” 

“Hmm?" sai d Walter Mitty. He looked at kis wife, in tke seat keside kim, witk skocked astoniskment. Ske 
seemed grossly unfamiliar, like a strange woman wko kad yelled at kim in a crowd. “You were up to fifty-five,” 
ske said. “You know I don't like to go more tkan forty. You were up to fifty-five.' ' Walter Mitty d rove on toward 
Waterkury'^ in silence, tke roaring of tke SN202 tkrougk tke worst storm in twenty years of Navy flying fading 
in tke remote, intimate airways of kis min d. “You’ re tensed up again,” said Mrs. Mitty, “it's one of your days.^ I 
wisk you'd let Dr. Renskaw look you over.” 

Walter Mitty stopped tke car in front of tke kuilding wkere kis wife went to kave ker kair done. “Rememker 
to get tkose overskoes wkile I'm kaving my kair done,” ske said. “I don't need overskoes,” said Mitty. Ske put 
ker mirror Lack into ker Lag. “We’ve keen all tkrougk tkat,” ske said, getting out of tke car. “You’re not a young 
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man any longer.” He raced tke engine a little. don't 

you wear your gloves? Have you lost your gloves?' ' ^(^Iter 
Mitty reacked in a pocket and krougkt out tke gloves. He 
puttk em on, Lut aft er ske kad turned and gone into tke 
kuilding and ke kad driven on to a red ligkt, ke took 
tkem off again. “Pick it up, krotker!”^ snapped a cop as 
tke ligkt ckanged, and Mitty kastily pulled on kis gloves 
and lurcked akead. He drove around tke streets aimless- 
ly for a time, and tken ke drove past tke kospital on kis 
way to tke parking lot. 

. . .^^It's tke millionaire tanker, ^(^llington McMillan, ” 
said tke pretty nurse. ^^Yes?” said ^(^It er Mitty, remov- 
ing kis gloves slow ly. "Wko kas tke case? " 'Dr. Renskaw 
and Dr. Benkow, kut tkere are two specialists kere. Dr. 
Remington from New York and Dr. Pritckard-Mitford 
from London. He flew over.” A door opened down a long, 
cool corridor and Dr. Renskaw came out. He looked dis- 
traugkt an d kaggard. “Hello, Mitty,” k e sai J. "We’ re kav- 
ing tke devil's own time witk McMillan, tke millionaire 
kanker and close personal friend of Roosevelt.^ Okstreosis^ 
of tke ductal tract. Tertiary. Wisk you'd take a look at 
kim.” “Glad to,” said Mitty. 

In tke operating room tkere were wkispered intro- 
ductions: “Dr. Remington, Dr. Mitty. Dr. Pritck ard- 
Mitford, Dr. Mitty.” “I ve read your kook on streptotkri- 
cosis, " said Pritckard- Mitford, skak ing kands. “A kril- 
liant performance, sir. " “Tkank you, " said ^(^Iter Mitty. 
“Didn't know you were in tke States, Mitty, " grumkled 
Remington. “Coals to Newcastle,^ kringing Mitford and 
me up kere for a tertiary. " “You are very kind, " said Mitty. 
A kuge, complicated mackine, connected to tke operat- 
ing takle, witk many tukes and wires, kegan at tkis mo- 
ment to go pocketa — pocketa-pocketa. “Tke new anaes- 
tketizer is giving way!"'skouted an interne. “Tkere is no 
one in tke East wko knows kow to fix it! " “Quiet, man!” 
sai d Mitty, in a low, cool voice. He sprang to tke mackine, 
wkick was now-going pocketa-pocketa-queep-pocketa- 
queep. He kegan fing ering delicately a row of glistening 
dials. “Give me a fountain pen!” ke snapped. Someone 
kanded kim a fountain pen. He pulled a faulty piston 
out of tke mackine and inserted tke pen in its place. 
“Tkat will kold for ten minutes,” ke said. “Get on witk 
tke operation.” A nurse kurried over and wkispered to 
Renskaw, and Mitty saw tke man turn pale. “Coreopsis 
kas set in,” said Renskaw nervously, “if you would take 
over, Mitty?” Mitty looked at kim and at tke craven fig- 
ure of Benkow, wko drank, and at tke grave, uncertain 



faces of tke two great specialists, “if you wisk,” ke said. 
Tkey slipped a wkite gown on kim; ke adjusted a mask 
and drew on tkin gloves; nurses kanded kim skining — 
“Back it up, Mac!^^ Look out for tkat Buick!”^* 
Walter Mitty jammed on tke krakes. “Wrong lane, Mac,” 
said tke parking -lot attendant, looking at Mitty closely. 
“Gee. Yek,” muttered Mitty. He kegan cautiously to kack 
out of tke lane marked “Exit Only.” “Leave ker sit tkere,” 
said tke attendant. “I'll put ker away.” Mitty got out of 
tke car. “Hey, ketter leave tke key.” “Ok,” said Mitty, 
kanding tke man tke ignition key. Tke attendant va ulted’^ 
into tke car, kacked it up witk insolent skill, and put it 
wkere it ke longed. 

Tkey’ re so damn coc ky, tkougkt ^(^Iter Mitty, walk- 
ing along Main Street; tkey tk ink tkey know everytking. 
Once ke kad tried to take kis ckains^^ off, outside New 
Milford, and ke kad got tkem wound around tke axles. 
A man kad kad to come out in a wrecking car and un- 
wind tkem, a young, grinning garageman. Since tken 
Mrs. Mitty always made kim drive to a garage to kave 
tke ckains taken off. Tke next time, ke tkougkt. I'll wear 
my rigkt arm in a sling; tkey won't grin at me tken. rll 
kave my rigkt arm in a sling and tkey 'll see I couldn't 
possikly take tke ckains off myself. He kicked at tke 
slusk on tke sidewalk. “Overskoes,” ke said to kimself, 
and ke kegan looking for a skoe store. 

Wken ke came out into tke street again, witk tke 
overskoes in a kox under kis arm, Walter Mitty kegan to 
wonder w kat tke otker tking was kis wife kad told k im 
to get. Ske kad told kim, twice kefore tkey set out from 
tkeir kouse for Waterkury. In a way ke kated tkese week- 
ly trips to town — ke was always getting sometking 
wrong. Kleenex, ke tkougkt, Squikk's,^^ razor klades? 
No. Tootkpaste, tootkkrusk, kicarkonate, carkorundum, 
initiative and referendum?*^ He gave it up. But ske would 
rememker it. “Wkere's tke wkat's-its-name? " ske would 
ask. “Don't tell me you forgot tke wkat's-its-name.” A 
newskoy went ky skouting sometking akout tke ^(^terkury 
trial. 

. . .“Perkaps tkis will refresk your memory.' ’ Tke 
District Attorney suddenly tkrust a keavy automatic at 
tke quiet figure on tke witness stand. “Have you ever seen 
tkis k efore? " ^(^Iter Mitty took tke gun and examined it 
expertly. “Tkis is my Wekley- Vickers 50.80,”*^ ke said 
calmly. An excited kuzz ran around tke courtroom.*® Tke 
Judge rapped for order. *^ “You are a crack skoP® witk any 
sort of firearms, I kelieve?” said tke District Attorney, 
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insinuatingly.^^ “Otjection!” skouteJ Mitty 's attorney. 
“We kave skown tkat tke defendant could not kave fired 
tke skot. kave skown tkat ke wore kis rigkt arm in a 
sling on tke ni gkt of tke fourteentk of July.” ^'Kklter Mitty 
raised kis kand kriefly and tke kickering attorneys were 
stilled. “Witk any known make of gun,” ke said evenly, 
“I could kave killed Gregory Fitzkurst at tkree kundred 
feet with my left hand.” Pandemonium^^ kroke loose in 
tke courtroom. A woman’s scream rose akove tke kedlam 
and suddenly a lovely, dark-kaired girl was in ^(^Iter 
Mitty’s arms. Tke District Attorney struck at ker sav- 
agely. Witkout rising from kis ckair, Mitty let tke man 
kave it on tke point of tke ckin.^^ “You miserakle cur!”^^ 

“Puppy kiscuit,” said ^(^Iter Mitty. He stopped walk- 
ing and tke kuildings of ^(^terkury rose up out of tke 
misty courtroom and surrounded kim again. A woman 
wko was passing laugked. “He said 'Puppy kiscuit,’” ske 
said to ker companion. “Tkat man said 'Puppy kiscuit’ 
to kimself.” ^(^It er Mitty kurried on. He went into an 
A.&P.,^^ not tke first one ke came to kut a smaller one 
fartker up tke street. “I want some kiscuit for small, 
young dogs, ” ke said to tke cler k. "Any special krand, 
sir?” Tke greatest pistol skot in tke world tkougkt a 
moment. “It says 'Puppies Bark for It’ on tke kox, ” said 
^falter Mitty. 

His wife would ke tkrougk at tke kairdresser’s in fif- 
teen minutes, Mitty saw in looking at kis watck, unless 
tkey kad troukle drying it; sometimes tkey kad troukle 
drying it. Ske didn’t like to get to tke kotel first; ske 
would want kim to ke tkere waiting for ker as usual. He 
found a kig leatker ckair in tke lokky, facing a window, 
and ke put tke overskoes and tke puppy kiscuit on tke 
floor keside it. He picked up an old copy of Liherty^^ and 
sank down into tke ckair. “Can Germany Conquer tke 
WDrld Tkrougk tke Air?” ^(^Iter Mitty looked at tke 
pictures of komking planes and of ruined streets. 

...“Tke cannonading kas got tke wind up in young 
Raleigk, sir,” said tke sergeant. Captain Mitty looked up 
at kim tkrougk tousled kair. “Get kim to ked,” ke said 
wearily, “witk tke otkers. I’ll fly alone. ” “But you can’t, 
sir,” said tke sergeant anxiously. “It takes two men to 
kandle tkat komker and tke Axckies^^ are poundling kell 
out of tke air. Von Ricktman’s^ circus is ketween kere 
and Saulier.”^^ “Somekody’s got to get tkat ammunition 
dump,” said Mitty. “I’m going over. Spot of krandy? 
He poured a drink for tke sergeant and one for kimself. 
V^r tkundered and wkined around tke dugout and kat- 



o 




tered at tke door. Tkere was a rending of wood, and splin- 
ters flew tkrougk tke room. “A kit of a near tking,”^^ said 
Captain Mitty carelessly. “Tke kox karrage is closing in,” 
said tke sergeant. “We only live once, Sergeant,” said 
Mitty, witk kis faint, fleeting smile. “Or do we?’ ’ He 
poured anotker krandy and tossed it off.” I never see a 
man could kold kis kran dylite you, sir,” said tke sergeant. 
“Begging your pardon, sir.” Capt ain Mitty stood up and 
strapped on kis kuge Wekley-Vickers automatic. “It’s forty 
kilometers tkrougk kell, sir,” said tke sergeant. Mitty kn- 
isked one last k randy. “After all, ” ke said softly, “w kat 
isn ’t?” Tke pounding of tke cannon increased; tkere was 
tke rat-tat-tatting of mackine guns, and from somewkere 
came tke menacing pocketa-pbcketa-pocketa of tke new 
flame-tkrowers. Valter Mitty walked to tke door of tke 
dugout kumming “Aupres de Ma Blonde. He turned 
and waved to tke sergeant. “Ckeerio!”^^ ke said 

Sometking struck kis skoulder. “I’ve keen looking 
all over tkis kotel for you,” said Mrs. Mitty. “Wky do 
you kave to kide in tkis old ckair? How did you expect 
me to find you? ” “Tkings close in,” said Valter Mitty 
vaguely. “Wkat? ” Mrs. Mitty said. “Did you get tke 
wkat’s-its-name? Tke puppy kiscuit? Wkat’s in tkat 
kox?” “Overskoes,” said Mitty. “Couldn’t you kave put 
tkem on in tke store? ” “I was tkinking,” said Valter 
Mitty. “Does it ever occur to you tkat I am sometimes 
tkinking?” Ske 1 ooked at kim. “I’m going to take your 
temperature wken I get you kome,” ske said. 

Tkey went out tkrou gk tke revolving doors tkat 
made a faintly derisive wkistling sound wken you pusked 
tkem. It was two klocks to tke parking lot. At tke drug- 
store on tke corner ske said, “V^it kere for me. I forgot 
sometking. I won’t ke a minute.” Ske was more tkan a 
minute. Valter Mitty ligkted a cigarette. It kegan to rain, 
rain witk sleet in it. He stood up against tke wa 11 of tke 

drugstore, smoking He put kis skoulders kack and kis 

keels togetker. “Td kell witk tke kandkerckief, ” said Valter 
Mitty scornfully. He took one last drag on kis cigarette 
and snapped it away. Tken, witk tkat faint, fleeting smile 
playing akout kis lips, ke faced tke firing squad; erect and 
motionless, proud and disdainful, Valter Mitty tke U n- 
defeated, inscrutakle to tke last. ® 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

1 . rakishly: In a careless manner 

2. spoiling for a hurricane: approaching hurricane conditions 

3. rev her up: speed up the engines 

4. Waterbury: a city in Connecticut 

5. ft’s one of your days: it is one of those days when you aren’t feeling right 

6. Pick it up, brother!: Move ahead; get going 

7. Roosevelt: Franklin D. Roosevelt, president of the United States at the time 
this story takes place. 

8. Obstreosis: nonsense word sounding like a medical term. The other technical 
terms in this paragraph are not necessarily used correctly, but are there for 
humorous effect, e.g., "streptothricosis” and “coreopsis." 

9. Cools to Newcastle: expression referring to something unnecessary, deriving from 
the fact that carrying coals to Newcastle, a coal mining region in England, would 
be pointless. 

10. Moc; form of address to a person whose name is unknown. 

1 1 . Buidc an American automobile. 

1 2. vaulted: jumped 

13. cho/ns; put on tires of vehicles to provide resistance on slippery surfaces. 

14. Kleenex: trademark of a cleansing tissue. 

15. Squibb: trademark of a pharmaceutical manufacturer. 

16. initiative and referendum: terms for the processes by which citizens can vote 
directly their approval or disapproval of laws or public officials; here used as a 
humorous contrast suggested by the sound of the preceding word. 

17. Webley-Vickers 50.80: (probably a fictional) trademark and type of firearm. 

18. An excited buzz ran around...: the people in the courtroom talked together in 
hushed tones 

19. rapped for order: pounded his gavel to quiet the people 

20. 0 crock shot an expert marksman; a man with a good aim 

2 1 . /ns/nuot/ng/y; in a suggestive manner 

22. pondemon/um; wild confusion 

23. he let the man hove it...: he struck the man 

24. cur; a dog of unknown pedigree 

25. A&P: Atlantic and Pacific grocery chain 

26. Liberty: a popular magazine (no longer published) 

27. Archies: slang for anti-aircraft guns. 

28. Van Richtmon: a (fictional) German military leader. 

29. Soulier: a (fictional) town in France. 

30. spot of brandy: a small glassful of brandy 

31. A bit of 0 near thing. . .: we were nearly hit by enemy fire 

32. "Aupres de Mo 6/onde’’; a popular French song. 

33. Cheer/o: (British) Farewell 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. Each of Mitty's imaginings or daydreams is set off hy 
something in the real world. Can you locate these points of 
departure from reality and show how they relate to a word or 
event in imagination? 

2. why do you think the author makes up words or uses odd 
words in certain contexts? 

3. what do you think of the relationship between Mitty and 
his wife? 

4. Contrast the real Wxiter Mitty with the Mitty of his secret life. 

5. what do you think is the author ’s attitude toward a character 
like Mitty? What is your opinion? What do you think about 
escaping from reality by daydreaming? 
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® CHARLOTTE PERKINS GILMAN 

Written in the form of diary entries, this story 
records a woman’s thoughts about herself and 
her relationship with her husband. Originally 
published in 1 892, the story was reprinted in 
1973 by the Feminist Press for a new gener- 
ation of readers. 
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A colonial mansion, a kereditary estate, I would say a kaunted kouse, and reack tke keigkt of romantic felic- 
ity^ — kut tkat would ke asking too muck of fate! 

Still I would proudly declare tkat tkere is sometking queer akout it. Else wky skould it ke let^ so ckeaply? 
And wky kas it stood so long untenanted? 

Jokn laugks at me of course, kut one expects tkat in marriage. 

Jokn is practical in tke extreme. 

Hek as no patience witk faitk, an intense korror of superstition, and ke scoffs openly at any talk of tk ings 
not to ke felt and seen and put down in figures. 

Jokn is a pkysician, and perkaps, — I wouldn t say it to a living soul of course, kut tkis is dead paper, and a 
great relief to my mind, — perkaps tkat is one reason I do not get well faster. 

You see, ke does not kelieve I am sick! And wkat can one do? if a pkysician of kigk standing, and one's own 
kuskand, assures friends and relatives tkat tkere is really notking tke matter witk one kut temporary nervous 
depression, — a sligkt kysterical tendency, — wkat is one to do? My krotker is also a pkysician and also of kigk 
standing, and ke says tke same tk ing. 

Sol take pk ospkates or pkospkites — wkickever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and am 
aksolutely forkidden to “work" until I am well again. 

Personally, I disagree witk tkeir ideas. 

Personally, I kelieve tkat congenial work witk excitement and ckange would do me good. 
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But wkat is one to Jo? 

I JiJ write for a wkile in spite of tkem; kut it Joes 
exkaust me a gooJ Jeal, — kaving to ke so sly akout it, 
or else meet keavy opposition. 

I sometimes fancy tkat in my conJition if I ka J less 
opposition anJ more society an J stimulus — kut Jokn says 
tke very worst tking I can Jo is to tkink akout my conJi- 
tion, anJ I confess it always makes me feel kaJly. 

So I wi 11 let it alone, anJ write akout tke kouse. 

Tke most keautiful place! 

It is quite alone, stanJing well kack from tke roaJ, 
anJ quite tkree miles from tke village. It makes me tkink 
of Englisk places tkat you reaJ akout, for tkere are keJges, 
anJ walls, anJ gates tkat lock, anJ lots of separate little 
kouses for tke garJeners; anJ people. 

Tkere is a Jelicious gar Jen. I never saw suck a gar Jen, 
large anJ skaJy, full of kox-kor Jere J patks,^ an J lineJ witk 
long grape-covereJ arkors witk seats unJer tkem. 

Tk ere were greenkouses too, kut tkey are all kroken 
now. 

Tkere was some legal troukle, I kelieve, sometking 
akout tke keirs anJ co-keirs; anykow, it kas keen empty 
for years anJ years. 

Tkat spoJs my gkostliness, I am afraiJ, kut I Jon t 
care — tkere is sometking strange akout tke kouse — I can 
feel it. I even saiJ so to Jokn one moonlit evening, kut 
ke saiJ w kat I felt was a Jraugkt, anJ skut tke winJow. 

I get unreasonakly angry witk Jokn sometimes. Tm 
sure I never useJ to ke so sensitive. I tkink it is Jue to tkis 
nervous conJition. 

But Jokn says if I feel so I skall neglect proper self- 
control; so I take pains to control myself — kefore kim at 
least, anJ tkat makes me very tireJ. 

I Jon't like our room a kit. I wanteJ one Jownstairs, 
tkat opene J on tke piazza anJ ka J roses all over tke win- 
Jows, anJ suck pretty olJ-faskioneJ ckintz^ kangings; 
kut J okn woulJn’t kear of it. 

He saiJ tkere was only one winJow anJ not room for 
two keJs, anJ no near room for kim if ke took anotker. 

He is very careful anJ loving, karJly lets me stir 
witkout special Jirection; I kave a sckeJule prescription 
for eack kour in tke Jay, ke takes every care, anJ I feel 
kasely ungrateful not to value it more. He saiJ we came 
kere solely on my account, tkat I was to kave perfect rest, 
anJ all tke air I coulJ get. ''Your exercise JepenJs on your 
strengtk my Jear” saiJ ke, "anJ your fooJ somewkat on 
your appetite; kut air you can aksork all tke time.” So we 



took tke nursery at tke top of tke kouse. 

It is a kig airy room, tke wkole floor nearly, witk win- 
Jows tkat look all ways, anJ air anJ sunligkt galore. It 
was nursery first, anJ tken playroom anJ gymnasium, I 
skoul J juJge, for tke winJows are karreJ for little ckJJren 
anJ tkere are rings anJ tkings in tke walls. Tke paint anJ 
paper look as if a koy s sckool kaJ useJ it. It is strippeJ 
off-tke paper — in great patckes, all arounJ tke keaJ of 
my keJ akout as far as I can reack, anJ in a great place 
on tke otker siJe of tke room, low Jown. 

I never saw a worse paper in my life. One of tkose 
sprawling, flamkoyant^ patterns, committing every artis- 
tic sin. It is Jull enougk to confuse tke eye in following, 
pronounceJ enougk to constantly irritate anJ provoke 
stuJy, anJ wken you follow tke lame uncertain curves for 
a little Jistance tkey suJJenly commit suiciJe — plunge 
off at outrageous angles, Jestroy tkemselves in unkearJ 
of contraJictions. 

Tk e color is repellant, almost revo king; a smoulJer- 
ing unclean yellow, strangely faJeJ ky tke slow-turning 
sun. 

It is a Jull yet luriJ orange in some places, a sickly 
sulpkur tint in otkers. 

No wonJer tke ckJJren kateJ it! I skoul J kate it my- 
self if I kaJ to live in tkis room long. 

Tkere comes Jokn, anJ I must put tkis away — ke 
kates to kave me write a worJ. 

We kave k een kere two weeks, anJ I kaven't felt like 
writing kefore since tkat first Jay. 

I am sitting ky tke winJow now, up in tkis atrocious^ 
nursery, anJ tkere is notking to kinJer my writing as 
muck as I please, save lack of strengtk. 

Jokn is away all Jay, anJ even some nigkts, wken kis 
cases are serious. I am glaJ my case is not serious. 

But tkese nervous troukles are JreaJfully Jepressing. 

Jokn Joesn't know kow muck I really suffer. He 
knows tkere is no reason to suffer, anJ tkat satisfies 
kim. of course it is only nervous [sic]. It Joes weigk on 
me so not to Jo my Juty in any way. I meant to ke suck 
a kelp to Jokn, suck a real rest anJ comfort, anJ kere I 
am a comparative kurJen alreaJy ! NokoJy woul J kelieve 
w kat an effort it is just to Jo wkat little I am a kle. To 
Jress anJ entertain anJ orJer tkings. It is fortunate Mary 
is so gooJ witk tke kaky. Suck a Jear kaky! 
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And yet I can not he witk kim, it makes me so ner- 



vous. 



I suppose Jokn was never nervous in kis life. He 
laugks at me so akout tkis wallpaper! At first ke meant 
to re-paper tke room, kut afterwards ke said tkat I was 
letting it get tke ketter of me, and tkat notking was worse 
for a nervous patient tkan to give way to suck fancies. 
He said tkat after tke wallpaper was ckanged it would ke 
tke keavy kedstead, and tken tke karred windows, and 
tken tkat gate at tke kead of tke stairs, and so on. “You 
know tke place is doing you good” ke said, “and really, 
dear, I don^t care to renovate tke kouse just for a tkree 
montks rental.” 

“Tken do let us go down stairs” I said, “tkere are suck 
pretty rooms tkere!” 

Tk en ke took me in kis arms and called me a klessed 
little goose, and said ke would go down cellar if I wisked, 
and kave it wkite-wasked into tke kargain! 

But k e is ri gk enougk akout tke keds and windows 
and tkings. It is as airy and comfortakle a room as any- 
one need wisk, and of course I wouldn't ke so silly as to 
make kim uncomfortakle just for a wkim. 

I'm really getting quite fond of tke kig room, all kut 
tkat korrid paper. 

Out of one window I can see tke garden, tkose mys- 
terious deep-skaded arkors, tke riotous old faskioned 
flowers and kuskes, tke gnarly trees. Out of anotker I 
get a lovely view of tke kay and a little private wkarf tkat 
kelongs to tke estate. Tkere is a keautiful skaded lane 
tkat runs down tkere from tke kouse. I always fancy I 
see people walking in tkese numerous patks and arkors, 
kut Jokn kas cautioned me not to give way to fancy in 
tke least. He says tkat witk my imaginative power and 
kakit of story making, a nervous weakness like mine is 
sure to lead to all manner of excited fancies, an d tkat I 
ougkt to use my will and good sense to ckeck tke ten- 
dency. So I try. / 

I tkink sometimes tkat if I were only well enou gk to 
write a little it would relieve tke pressure of ideas and 
rest me. 

But I find I get pretty tired wken I try. It is so dis- 
couraging not to kave any advice and companionskip 
akout my wor k. wken I get really we 11 Jokn says we wiU 
ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; kut ke 
says ke would as soon put fireworks in my pillowcase as 
to let me kave tkose stimulating people akout now. I wisk 
I could get well faster. But I mustn't tkink akout tkat. 
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Tkis paper looks to me as if it knew wkat a vicious 
influence it kad! 

Tkere is a recurrent spot wkere tke pattern lolls like 
a kroken neck, and two kulkous eyes stare at you upside 
down. 

I get positively angry witk tke impertinence^ of it, 
and tke ever- lastingness. Up and down and sideways tkey 
crawl, and tkose aksurd unklinking eyes are everywkere. 
Tkere is one place wkere two kreadtks didn't matck; and 
tke eyes go all up and down tke line, one a little kigker 
tkan tke otker. I never saw so muck expression in an in- 
animate tking kefore, and we all know kow muck expres- 
sion inanimate^ tkings kave! I used to lie awake as a ckiU, 
and get more entertainment and terror out of klank walls 
and plain furniture tkan most ckildren could find in a toy 
store. I rememker w kat a kindly wink tke knoks of our 
kig old kureau used to kave; and tkere was one ckair tkat 
always seemed like a strong friend. 

I used to feel tkat if any of tke otker tkings looked 
too fierce I could always kop into tkat ckair and ke safe. 

Tke furniture in tkis room is no worse tkan inkar- 
monious*^ kowever, for we kad to kring it all from down 
stairs. I suppose wken tkis was used as a play room tkey 
kad to take tke nursery tkings out — and no wonder! for 
I never saw suck ravages as tke ckildren kave made kere. 

Tke wall-paper, as I said kefore, is torn off in spots, 
and it sticketk closer tkan a krotker — tkey must kave kad 
perseverance as well as katred. Tken tke floor is scratcked 
and gouged and splintered, tke plaster itself is dug out 
kere and tkere, and tkis great keavy ked wkick is all we 
found in tke room, looks as if it kad keen tkrougk tke 
wars. But I don't mind it a kit — only tke paper. 

Tkere comes Jokn's sister — suck a dear girl as ske is, 
and so careful of me! I mustn't let ker find me writing. 

Ske is a perfect — an entkusiastic — kousekeeper, and 
kopes for no ketter profession. I verily kelieve ske tkinks 
it is tke writing wkick made me sick! 

But I can write wken ske is out, and see ker a long 
way off from tkese windows. 

Tkere is one tkat commands tke road, a lovely skad- 
ed winding road; and one tkat just looks off over tke 
cnnntrj^ A lovely country too, full of great elms and vel- 
vet meadows. 

Tkis wall paper kas a kind of sukpattern in a differ- 
ent skade, a particularly irritating one, for you can only 
see it in certain ligkts, and not clearly tken. But in tke 
places wkere it isn't faded, and wken tke sun is just so, 
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I can see a strange provoking form -less sort of figure, tkat 
seems to skulk^^ akout kekinJ tkat sdly and conspicuous 



front design. 

Tkere’s sister on tke stairs! 
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Well tke Fourtk of July is over! Tke people are all 
gone and I am tired out. 

Jokn tkougkt it mi gk do me good to see a little com- 
pany, so we just kad Motker and Nellie and tke ckildren 
down for a week, 

Of course I didn t do a tking — ^Jennie sees to every- 
tking now. But it tired me all tke same. Jokn says if I 
don t pick up faster ke skall send me to Weir Mitckell in 
tke Fall. 

But I don t want to go tkere at all. I kad a friend wko 
was in kis'kands once, and ske says ke is just like Jokn 



d my krotker onl 



and my 



er only more so! 



Besides it is suck an undertaking to go so far, I don't 
feel as if it were wortk wkile to turn my kand over for 
anytking, and Fm getting dreadfully fretful and queru- 
lous.^^ I cry at notking and cry most of tke time. Of 
course I don't wken Jokn is kere, or anykody else, kut 
wken I am alone. 

And I am alone a good deal just now. Jokn is kept in 
town very often ky serious cases, and Jennie is good and 
lets me alone wken I want ker to. Sol walk a little in tke 
garden or down tkat lovely lane, sit on tke porck under 
tke roses, and lie down up kere a good deal. 

I m getting really fond of tke room in spite of tke 
wall-paper. 

Perkaps kecause of tke wall-paper! It dwells in my 
mind so! I lie kere on tkis great immovakle ked ( — it's 
nailed down, I kelieve!) and follow tkat pattern akout ky 
tke kour. 

It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we'll 
say, at tke kottom, down in tke corner over tkere wkere 
it kasn t keen toucked; and I determine, for tke tkou- 
sandtk time, tkat I will follow^ tkat pointless pattern to 
some sort of a conclusion. 

I know a little of tke principles of design, and I know 
tkis tking was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or 
alternation, or repetition, or symmetry,’^ or anytking eles 
[sic ] tkat I ever keard of. It is repeated of course, ky tke 
kreadtk, kut not otkerwise. 

Looked at in one way eack kreadtk stands alone, tke 
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Floated curves and flouriskes — a kind of dekased^^ 
Romanesque witk delirium tremens — go waddling up 
and down in isolated columns of fatuity. 

But on tke otker kand tkey connect diagonally, and 
tke sprawling outlines run off in great slanting waves of 
optic korror; like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in fuU ckase. 

Tke wkole tking goes korizontally, too, at least it 
seems so, and I exkaust myself in trying to distinguisk 
tke order of its going in tkat direction. Tkey kave used 
a korizontal kreadtk for a korder, and tkat adds wonder- 
fully to tke confusion. 

Tkere is one end of tke room wkere it is almost in- 
tact, and tkere, wken tke cross-ligkts fade and tke low sun 
skines directly on it, I can almost fancy radiation after all; 
tke interminakle grotesques^^ seem to form around a com- 
mon center and rusk off in keadlong plunges of equal dis- 
traction. 

It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess. 

I don't know wky I skould write tkis. 

I don't want to. 

I don't fee 1 atle. 

And I know Jokn would tkink it aksurd. But I must 
say wkat I feel and tkink in some way — it is suck a relief. 

But tke effort is getting to ke greater tkan tke relief. 

Half tke time now I am lazy, awfully lazy, and lie 
down ever so muck. Jokn says I musn't lose my strengtk, 
and kas me take codliver oil and lots of tonics and tkings, 
to say notking of ale and wine and rare meat. 

Dear Jokn! He loves me very dearly, and kates to 
kave me sick. I tried to kave a real earnest reasonakle talk 
witk kim tke otker day, and tell kim kow I wisk ke would 
let me go and make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia. 

But ke said I wasn't akle to go, nor akle to stand it 
after I got tkere; and I did not make out a very good case 
for myself, for I was crying kef ore I kad knisked. 

It is getting to ke a great effort for me to tkink 
straigkt — just tkis nervous weakness, I suppose. 

And d ear Jokn gatkered me up in kis strong arms 
and just carried me up stairs and laid me on tke ked, and 
sat ky me, and read to me till it tired my kead. 

He said I was kis dar ling, and kis comfort, and all 
ke kad, and tkat I must take care of myself for kis sake, 
and keep well. 

He says no one kut myself can kelp me out of it. 
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tkat I must use my will and self-control and not let any 
silly fancies run away witk me. 

— ^Tkere’s one comfort, tke kaky is well and kappy, 
and does not kave to occupy tkis nursery witk tke kor- 
rid wall-paper, if I kad not used it tkat klessed ckild 
would kave! 

Wkat a fortunate escape! 

Wky, I wouldn’t kave a ckild of mine, an impres- 
sionakle little tking, live in suck a room for worlds. 

I never tkougkt of it kefore, kut it is lucky tkat Jokn 
kept me kere after all. 

I can stand it so muck easier tkan a kaky you see! 

of course I never mention it to tkem any more — I 
am too wise, kut I keep watck of it all tke same. Tk ere 
are tkings in tkat paper tkat nokody knows kut me, or 
ever wiU. Bekind tkat outside pattern tke dim skapes get 
clearer every day. It is always tke same skape, only very 
numerous. And it’s like a woman stooping down, and 
creeping akout kekind tkat pattern. I don’t like it a kit. 
I wonder — I kegin to tkink — . 

I wisk Jokn would take me from kere — 

It is so kard to talk witk Jokn akout my case, ke- 
cause ke is so wise, and kecause ke loves me so. 

But I tried it last nigkt. 

It was moonli gkt. Tke moon skines in all round just 
as tke sun does. 

I kate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and 
always comes in ky one window or anotker. 

Jokn was asleep and I kated to waken kim, so I kept 
still and watcked tke moonli gk on tkat undulating*^ 
wall-paper till it made me creepy.*^ 

Tke faint figure kekind seemed to skake tke pattern, 
just as if ske wanted to get out. 

I got up softly and went to feel and see if tke paper 
did move, and wken I came kack Jokn was awake. 

“Wkat is it little girl? ke said. “Don’t go walking 
akout like tkat — ^you’U get cold. ” 

I tkougkt it was a good time to talk, so I told k im 
tkat I really was not gaining kere, and tkat I wisked ke 
would take me away. 

“Wky, darling,” said ke, “our lease will ke up in 
tkree weeks, and I can’t see kow to leave kefore. Tke 
repairs are not done at kome, and I can’t possikly leave 
town just now. Of course if you were in any danger I 
could and would, kut you really are ketter, dear, wketker 
you can see it or not. 

“I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are gaining 
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flesk and color, your appetite is ketter, I feel really muck 
easier akout you.” 

“I don’t weigk a kit more”, said I, “nor as muck; and 
my appetite may ke ketter in tke evening wken you are 
kere, kut it is worse in tke morning wken you are away.” 

“Bless ker little keart!” said ke, witk a kig kug, “ske 
skall ke as sick as ske pleases! But now let’s improve tke 
skining kours ky going to sleep, and talk akout it in tke 
morning! ” 

“And you won’t go away? ” I asked gloomily. 

“Wky, kow can I, dear? It is only tkree weeks more 
and tken we will take a nice little trip of a few days wkile 
Jennie is getting tke kouse ready. Really, dear, you are 
ketter! ” 

“Better in kody, perkaps” — I kegan, and stopped 
skort; for ke sat up straigkt and looked at me witk suck 
a stern reproackful look tkat I could not say anotker 
word. 

“My darling ”, said ke, “I keg of you, for my sake and 
our ckild’s sake, as well as for your own, tkat you wiU 
never for one instant let tkat idea enter your mind. 
Tkere is notking so dangerous, so fascinating, to a tem- 
perament like yours. It is a false and foolisk fancy. Can 
you not trust me as a pkysician wken Hell you so? ” 

So of course I said no more on tkat score, and ke 
went to sleep kefore long. 

He tkougkt I was asleep first, kut I wasn’t. I lay tkere 
for kours trying to decide wketker tke front pattern and 
tke kack pattern reaUy did move togetker or separately. 

^ ^ ^ 

In a pattern like tkis, ky dayligkt, tkere is a certain 
lack of sequence, a defiance of law tkat is a constant irri- 
tant to a normal mind. 

Tke color is kideous enougk, and unreliakle enougk, 
and infuriating enougk, kut tke pattern is torturing. 

You tkink you kave mastered it, kut just as you get 
well underway in foUowing it, it turns a kack somersault 
and tkere you are! 

It slaps you in tke face, knocks you down and tram- 

1 

pies on you. 

It is like a kad dream. Tke outside pattern is a florid 
arakesque,^^ reminding one of a fungus, if you can 
imagine a toadstool in joints, an interminakle string of 
toadstools, kudding and sprouting in endless convolu- 
tions^ — wky, tkat is sometking like it. 
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Tkat is, sometimes! 

Tkere is one marked peculiarity akout tkis paper, a 
tking nokody seems to notice kut myself, and tkat is 
tkat it ckanges as tke ligkt ckanges. 

Wken tke sun skoots in tkrougk tke east window — 
I always watck for tkat first long straigkt ray — it 
ckanges so quickly tkat I never can quite kelieve it. Tkat 
is wky I watck it always? By moonligkt — tke moon 
skines in all ni gk wken tkere is a moon — I wouldn't 
know it was tke same paper. 

At ni gk, in any kind ofligk, in twiligkt, candleligkt, 
lampli gk, and worst of all ky moon ligkt — it k ecomes 
kars! Tke outside pattern, I mean. And tke woman 
kekind is as plain as can ke. 

I didn't realize for a long time wkat tke tking was 
tkat skowed kekind, tke dim suk-pattern, kut now I am 
quite sure it is a woman. 

By day ligk ske is sukdued, — quiet. I fancy it is tke 
pattern tkat keeps ker so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps 
me quiet ky tke kour. I lie down ever so muck now. Jokn 
says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can. Indeed ke 
started tke kakit — ky making me lie down for an kour 
after eack meal. It is a very kad kakit I am convinced, 
for you see I don't sleep! 

And tkat cultivates deceit, for I don't tell tkem I'm 
awake — O no! 

Tke fact is I am getting a little afraid of Jokn. He 
seems very queer sometimes. And even Jennie kas an 
inexplicakle look. 

It strikes me occasionally, just as scientific kypotke- 
sis, — tkat perkaps it is tke paper! 

I kave watcked Jokn wken ke didn't know I was 
looking — and come into tke room suddenly on tke most 
innocent excuses, and I've caugkt kim several times 
looking at tke paper! And Jennie, too. 

I caugkt Jennie witk ker kand on it once. 

Ske didn t know I was in tke room, and wken I 
asked ker in a quiet, a very quiet voice, witk tke most 
restrained manner possikle, wkat ske was doing wi tk tke 
paper? ske turned around as if ske kad keen caugkt 
stealing and looked quite angry — asked me wky I skould 
frigkten ker so! 

Tken ske said tkat tke paper stained everytking it 
toucked, tkat ske kad found yellow smoockes on all my 
clotkes and Jokn's, and ske wisked we would ke more 
careful! 

Did not tkat sound innocent? But I know ske was 
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studying tkat pattern, and I am determined tkat nokody 
skall find it out kut myself! 



Life is very muck more exciting now tkan it used to 
ke. You see I kave sometking to expect, to look forward 
to, to watck. I really do eat ketter, and am muck more 
quiet tkan I was. Jokn is so pleased to see me improve. 

He laugked a little tke otker day and said I seemed 
to ke flourisking in spite of my wall-paper. I turned it off 
witk a laugk. I kad no intention of telling kim it was 
kecause of tke wall-paper! 

He would make fun of me. He mi gkt even take me 
away. I don't want to leave now until I kave found it out. 
Tkere is a week more and I tkink tkat will ke enougk. 



^ ^ ^ 



I m feeling ever so muck ketter! I don't sleep muck 
at nigkt for it is so interesting to watck developements 
[sic ], kut I sleep a good deal in tke daytime. In tke day- 
time it is tiresome and perplexing. Tkere are always new 
skoots on tke fungus, and new skades of yellow all over 
it. I can not keep count of tkem, tkougk I kave tried 
conscientiously. It is tke strangest yellow — tkat paper! A 
sickly penetrating suggestive yellow. It makes me tkink 
of all tke yell ow tkings I ever saw — not keautiful ones 
like kuttercups, kut old foul kad yellow tkings. 

But tk ere is anotker tking akout tkat paper — ^tke 
smell! 

I noticed it tke moment we came into tke room, kut 
witk so muck air and sun it was not kad. Now we kave 
kad a week of fog and rain, and wketker tke windows are 
open or not tke smell is kere. It creep [sic] all over tke 
kouse. I find it kovering in tke dining room, skulking in 
tke parlor, kiding in tke kail, lying in wait for me on tke 
stairs. It gets into my kair. Even wken I go to ride, if I 
turn my kead suddenly and surprise it tkere is tkat 
smell! 

Suck a peculiar odor too! I kave spent kours in try- 
ing to analyze it, to find wkat it smelled like. It is not 
kad at first, and very gentle, kut quite tke suktlest, most 
enduring odor I ever met. 

In tkis damp weatker it is awful. I wake up in tke 
ni gkt and find it kanging over me. It used to disturk me 
at first. I tkougkt seriously of kurning tke kouse to 



182 



the yellow wall-paper 



reack tke smell. But now I am used to it. Tke only tking 
I can tkink of tkat it is like is tke color of tke paper! A 
yellow smell. 

Tkere is a very funny mark on tkis wall, low down, 
near tke mop-koard. A streak tkat runs all round tke 
room. 

It goes kekind every piece of furniture except tke ked; 
a long straigkt even smoock, as if it kad keen rukked over 
and over. 

I wonder kow it was done, and wko did it, and wkat 
tkey did it for! 

Round and round and round — round and round and 
round — it makes me dizzy! 

I really kave discovered sometking at last. Tkrougk 
watcking so muck at nigkt, wken it ckanges so, I kave 
finally found out. 

Tke front pattern does move and no wonder! 

Tke woman kekind skakes it! Sometimes I tkink 
tkere are a great many women kekind, and sometimes 
only one and ske crawls around fast. And ker crawling 
skakes it all over. 

Tken in tke very krigkt spots ske keeps still, and in 
very skady spots ske just takes kold of tke kars and 
skakes tkem kard. 

And ske is all tke time trying to climk tkrougk. 

But nokody could climk tkrougk tkat pattern, it 
strangles so. I tk in k tkat is wky it kas so many keads. 
Tkey get tkrougk, an dtk en tke pattern strangles tkem 
off, and turns tkem upside down and makes tkeir eyes 
wkite! 

if tkose keads were covered or taken off it would not 
ke kalf so kad. 

^ 

I tkink tkat woman gets out in tke day time! And 
rll tell you wky — privately — IVe seen ker! I can see ker 
out of every one of my windows! It is tke same woman, 
I know, for ske is always creeping, and most women do 
not creep ky dayligkt. 

I see ker in tkat long skaded lane, creeping up and 
down. I see ker in tkose dark grape arkors, creeping all 
around tke garden. 

I see ker on tkat long road under tke trees, creeping 
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along, and wken a carriage comes ske kides under tke 
klackkerry vines. I don't klame ker a kit. It must ke very 
unpleasant to ke caugkt creeping ky dayli gkt! I always 
lock tke door wken I creep ky dayligkt. I can't do it at 
nigkt, for I know Jokn would suspect sometking at once. 
And Jokn is so queer now tkat I don't want to irritate 
kim. I wisk ke would take anotker room! 

Besides I don't want anykody to get tkat woman out 
at nigkt kut me. 

I often wonder if I could see ker out of all tke win- 
dows at once. But turn as fast as I can I can only see out 
of one at a time. 

And tkougk I always see ker ske may ke akle to creep 
faster tkan I can turn! 

I kave watcked ker sometimes away off in tke open 
countiy, creeping as fast as a cloud skadow in a kigk wind. 

^ say 

if only tkat top pattern could ke gotten off from tke 
under one! I mean to try tearing it, little ky little. 

I kave found out anotker funny tking, kut I skan't 
tell it tkis time! It does not do to trust people too muck. 

Tkere are only two more days to get tkis paper off, 
and I kelieve Jokn is keginning to notice. 

I don't like tke look in kis eyes. And I keard kim ask 
Jennie a lot of professional questions akout me. SkeW 
a very good report to give. 

Ske said I slept a good deal in tke daytime. Jokn 
knows I don't sleep very well at ni gilt, for all I’m so quiet. 
He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to 
ke very loving and kind. As if I couldn’t see tkrougk kim! 

Still I don't wonder ke acts so, sleeping under tkis 
paper for tkree montks. 

It only interests me, kut I feel sure Jokn and Jennie 
are secretly affected ky it. 






Hurrak! Tkis is tke last day, kut it is enougk. Jokn 
kad to stay in town overnigkt, and won't ke out till tkis 
evening. 

Jennie wanted to sleep witk me — tke sly tking! — kut 
I told ker I skould undouktedly rest ketter for a ni gkt all 
alone. 

Tkat was clever, for really I wasn't alone a kit! As 
soon as it was moonli gkt and tkat poor tking kegan to 
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crawl and skake tke pattern, I got up and ran to kelp ker. 

I pulled and ske skook, I skook and ske pulled, and 
kefore morning we kad peele doff yards of tkat paper. 

A strip akout as kigk as my kead, and kalf around 
tke room. 

And tken wken tke sun came and tkat awful pattern 
kegan to lau gk at me I declared I would knisk it today! 

We go away tomorrow, and tkey are moving all my 
furniture down again to leave tkings as tkey were kef ore. 

Jennie looked at tke wall in amazement, kut I told 
ker merrily tkat I did it out of pure spite at tke vicious 
tking. 

Ske laugked and said ske wouldn't mind doing it 
kerself, kut I must not get tired. How ske ketrayed ker- 
se If tkat time! 

But I am kere, and no person touckes tkis paper kut 
me — not alive! 

Ske tried to get me out of tke room — it was too 
patent! But I said it was so quiet and empty and clean 
now tkat I kelieved I would lie down again and sleep all 
I could; and not to wake me even for dinner — I would 
call wken I woke! 

So now ske is gone, and tke servants, and tke tkings, 
and tkere is notking left kut tkat great kedstead, nailed 
down, witk tke canvas mattress we found on it. 

We skall sleep down stairs tonigkt, and take tke koat 
kome tommorrow [sic]. 

I quite enjoy tke room now it is kare again. 

How tkose ckildren did tear akout kere! Tkis ked- 
stead is fairly gnawed! 

But I must get to work. 

I kave locked tke door and tkrown tke key down into 
tke front patk. 

I don't want to go out, and I don't want to kave any- 
kody come in until Jokn comes. I want to astonisk kim. 

I've got a rope up kere tkat even Jennie did not find, 
if tkat woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can 
tie ker! 

But I forgot I couldn't reack far witkout anytking 
to stand on! Tke ked will not move. I tried to lift or pusk 
it till I was lame, and tken I got so angry I kit off a little 
piece at one corner — kut it kurt my teetk. 

Tken I peeled off all tke paper I could reack stand- 
ing on tke floor. It sticks korrikly. And tke pattern just 
enjoys it. All tkose strangled keads and kulkous eyes and 
waddling fungus growtks just skriek witk derision! 

I am getting angry enougk to do sometking desper- 
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ate. To jump out tke window would ke admirakle exer- 
cise, kut tke kars are too strong even to try. Besides, I 
wouldn't do it of course! I know well enougk tkat a step 
like tkat is improper and migkt ke misconstrued. 

I don't like to look out of tke windows even — ^tkere 
are so many of tkose creeping women, and tkey creep so 
fast. 

I wonder if tkey all came out of tkat wall paper as I 
did? But I am securely fastened now ky my well-kidden 
rope — you don't get me out in tke road tkere. 

I suppose I skall kave to get kack kekind tke pattern 
wken it comes nigkt, and tkat is kard! 

It is so pleasant to ke out in tkis great room and 
creep around as I please! 

I don't want to go outside. I won't, even if Jennie 
asks me to. For outside, you kave to creep on tke ground, 
and eveiytking is green instead o fyell ow. 

But kere I can creep smootkly on tke floor, and my 
skoulder just fits in tkat long smoock around tke wall, 
so I can not lose my way. 

Wky tkere's Jokn at tke door! 

It is no use, young man, you can't open it! 

How ke does call and pound? 

Now ke's crying for an ax! 

It would ke a skame to kreak tkat keautiful strong 
door! 



“Jokn dear! " said I in tke gentlest voice — ' ‘Tke key 
is down ky tke front steps, under a plantain leaf. " 

Tkat silenced kim for a few moments. 

Tk en ke said — ^very quietly indeed — “Open tke door, 
my darling! " 

“I can't," said I, “Tke key is down ky tke front steps 
under a plantain leaf. " 

And tken I said it again, several times, very gently 



and slowly. 

I said it so often tkat ke kad to go and see, and ke 
got it of course, and came in. 

He stopped skort, ky tke door. “Wkat is tke mat- 
ter!" ke crie d. “For God’ s sake wkat are you doing!" 

I kept on creeping just tke same, kut I looked at kim 
over my skouJder. 

“I've got out at last," said I, “in spite of you and 
Jane! And I've pulled off most of tke paper, so you can't 
put me kack!" 

Now wky skould tkat man kave fainted? 

But ke did, and rigkt across my patk ky tke wall, so 
tkat I kad to creep over kim! S 
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“Tke Yellow Wall-Paper” was originally puklisked ky New England 
Maga 2 ine, January 1892, pp. 647-656. In 1973, tke Feminist Press 
issued a reprint of tke story, edited ky Elaine R. Hedges. Tke copy- 
text for tkis version is Gilman's original manuscript. Her use of 
kypkens and grammatical forms departs from contemporary usage. 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . felicity: display 

2. lev rented 

3. box-bordered paths: paths with boxwood bushes on either side 

4. chintz; printed fabric 

5. flamboyant- showy, elaborate 

6. atrocious; dreadful 

7. impertinence; questionable taste or behavior 

8. inanimate: lacking life 

9. inharmonious: ill-matched 

1 0. skuilc sneak 

I I . queru/ous; argumentative 

12. radiation: artistic design simulating rays coming out of a star 

1 3. symmetry: balance 

14. debused; degraded 

1 5. delirium tremens: violent mental disturbance characterized by hallucinations, 
confusion, and restlessness 

1 6. fatuity: foolishness 

17. grotesques; ugly designs 

18. undulating; moving in waves 

19. creepy: afraid or scared 

20. florid arabesque: ornate design 

21. convolutions; turns 




QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what personal details Joes the narrator share about herself, 
her family, their economic status, anJ their social standing? 

2 . what h inJ of husband is foh n? How Jo you explain his 
actions toward his ivife, 

3 . what symbolism is contained in the yellow wallpaper? Why 
is the color yellow significant? What Joes the yellow wall- 
paper come to represent to the woman? 

4 . Wyuld a traditional narrative format be more or less effective 
in telling this story? Explain, 

5. Why Jo you think this story is popular within feminist 
circles? 
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This story was specifically written forValentine s 
Day, February 1 4, when lovers traditionally ex- 
change tokens of affection. But its hero, Milton 
Davidson, has yet to find his “true love." Happily 
Milton is a computer programmer and he has 
Joe, his powerful computer, to help him in his 
search. 
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My name is Joe. Tkat is wkat 

Milton Davidson, calls me. He is a programmer^ and I am a computer. I am part of tke Multivac-complex and 
am connected witk otker parts all over tke world. I know everytking. Almost eve rytk ing. 

I am Milton's private computer. His Joe. He understands more akout computers tkan anyone in tke world, 
and I am kis experimental model. He kas made me speak ketter tkan any otker computer can. 

' It is just a matter of matcking sounds to symkols, Joe,” ke told me. “Tkat's tke way it works in tke kuman 
krain even tkougk we still don't know wkat symkols tkere are in tke k rain. I know tke symkols in yours, and I 
can matck tkem to words, one-to-one. " So I talk. I don't tkink I talk as well as I tk ink, kut Milton says I talk 
very well. Milton kas never married, tkougk ke is nearly 40 years old. He kas never found tke ri gkt woman, ke 
told me. One day ke said, “I'll find ker yet, Joe. I'm going to find tke kest. I'm going to kave true love and you're 
going to kelp me. I'm tired of improving you in order to solve tke proklems of tke world. Solve my proklem. Find 
me true love.” 

I said, “Wkat is true love?” 

“Never mind. Tkat is akstract. Just find me tke ideal girl. You are connected to tke Multivac -complex so you 
can reack tke data kanks^ of every kuman keing in tke world. We 'll eliminate tkem all ky groups and classes until 
we re left witk only one person. Tke perfect person. Ske will ke for me.” 

I said, “I am ready.” 

He said, “Eliminate all men first.” 

It was easy. His words activated symkols in my molecular valves. I could reack out to make contact witk tke 
accumulated data on every kuman keing in tke world. At. kis words, I witkdrew from 3,784,982,874 men. I kept 
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contact witk 3,786,112,090 women. 

He said, “Eliminate all younger tkan 25, all older 
tkan 40. Tk en eliminate all witk an IQ^ under 120; all 
witk a keigkt under 150 centimeters and over 175 cen- 
timeters.” 

He gave me exact measurements; ke eliminated 
women witk living ckildren; ke eliminated women witk 
various genetic ckaracteristics. “Tm not sure akout eye 
color,” ke said. “Let tkat go for a wkile. But no red kair. 
I don t lite red kair.” 

After two weeks, we were down to 235 women. Tkey 
all spoke Englisk very well. Milton said ke didn't want a 
language proklem. Even computer-translation would get 
in tke way at intimate moments. 

“I can't interview 235 women,” ke said. “It would 
take too muck time, and people would discover wkat I 
am doing.” 

“It would make troukle,” I said. Milton kad arranged 
me to do tkings I wasn't designed to do. No one knew 
akout tkat. 

“It's none of tkeir kusiness, " ke said, and tke skin 
on kis face grew red. “I tell you wkat, Joe, I will kring in 
kolograpks,"^ and you ckeck tke list for similarities.” 

He krougkt in kolograpks of women. “Tkese are 
tkree keauty contest winners, " ke sai d. “Do any of tke 

235 matck? " 

Eigkt were very good matckes and Milton said, “Good, 
you kave tkeir kanks. Study requirements and needs in 
tke jok market and arrange to kave tkem assigned kere. 
One at a time, of course.” He tkougkt a wkile, moved kis 
skoulders up and down, and said, “Alpkaketical order. " 

Tkat is one of tke tkings I am not designed to do. 
Skifting people from jok to jok for personal reasons is 
called manipulation.^ I could do it now kecause Milton 
kad arranged it. I wasn't supposed to do it for anyone kut 
kim, tkougk. 

Tke first girl arrived a week later. Milton's face turned 
red wken ke saw ker. He spoke as tkougk it were kard to 
do so. Tkey were togetker a great deal and ke paid no 
attention to me. One time ke sai d, “Let me take you to 
dinner. " 

Tke next day ke said to me, “It was no good, some- 
kow. Tkere was sometking missing. Ske is a keautiful 
woman, kut I did not feel any touck of true love. Try tke 
next one.” 

It was tke same witk all eigkt. Tkey were muck alike. 
Tkey smiled a great deal and kad pleasant voices, kut 



Milton always found it wasn't rigkt. He said, “I can't 
understand it, Joe. You and I kave picked out tke ei gk 
women wko, in all tke world, look tke kest to me. Tkey 
are ideal. Wky don't tkey please me?” 

I said, “Do you please tkem?” 

His eyekrows moved and ke pusked one fist kard 
against kis otker kand. “Tkat's it, Joe. It's a two-way 
street.^ if I am not tkeir ideal, tkey can't act in suck a 
way as to ke my ideal. I must ke tkeir true love, too, kut 
kow do I do tkat? " He seemed to ke tkinking all tkat day. 

Tke next morning ke came to me and said, “I'm going 
to leave it to you, Joe. All up to you. You kave my data 
kank, and I am going to tell you everytking I know akout 
myself. You fill up my data kank in every possible detail 
kut keep all additions to yourself.” 

“Wkat will I do witk tke data kank, tken. Milt on?” 
Tken you will matck it to tke 235 women. No, 
227. Leave out tk e eigkt you've seen. Arrange to kave 
eack undergo a psyckiatric examination. Fill up tkeir 
data kanks and compare tkem witk mine. Find correla- 
tions.”^ (Arranging psyckiatric examinations is anotker 
tking tkat is against my original instructions.) 

For wee ks, Milton talked to me. He told me of kis 
parents and kis siblings.® He told me of kis ckddkood 
and kis sckooling and kis adolescence. He told me of tke 
young women ke kad admired from a distance. His data 
kank grew and ke adjusted me to broaden and deepen my 
symbol-taking. 

He said. You see, Joe, as you get more and more of 
me in you, I adjust you to matck me better and better. 
You get to tkink more like me, so you understand me bet- 
ter. if you understand me well enougk, tken any woman, 
wkose data bank is sometking you understand as well, 
would be my true love.” He kept talking to me and I 
came to understand kim better and better. 

I could make longer sentences and my expressions 
grew more complicated. My speeck began to sound a 
good deal like kis in vocabulary, word order and style. 

I said to kim one time, “You see, Milton, it isn't a 
matter of fitting a girl to a pkysical ideal only. You need 
a girl wko is a personal, emotional, temperamental fit to 
you. if tkat kappens, looks are secondary, if we can't 
find tke fit in tkese 227, we 'll look elsewkere. We will 
find someone wko won't care kow you look eitker, or 
kow anyone would look, if only tkere is tke personality 
fit. wkat are looks?” 

“Aksolutely,” ke said. “I would kave known tkis if I 
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kad more to do witk women in my life. Of course, tkink- 
ing akout it makes it all plain now. 

We always agreed; we tkougkt so like eack otker. 
“We skoiJdn^t kave any troukle, now, Milton, if you'll 
let me ask you questions. I can see wkere, in your data 
kank, tkere are klank spots and unevenesses.” 

Wkat foil owed, Milton said, was tke equivalent of a 
careful psyckoanalysis. of course. I was learning from tke 
psyckiatric examinations of tke 227 women — on all of 
wkick I was keeping close taks.^ 

Milton seemed quite kappy. He said, “Talking to you, 
Joe, is almost like talking to anotker self. Our personali- 
ties kave come to matck perfectly.” 

“So will tke personality of tke woman we ckoose.” 
For I kad found ker and ske was one of tke 227 after 
all. He r name was Ckarity Jones and ske was an Evaluator 
at tke Likrary of History in Wickita, Kansas. Her ex- 
tended data kank fit ours perfectly. All tke otker women 
kad fallen into discard in one respect or anotker as tke 
data kanks grew fuller, kut witk Ckarity tkere was in- 
creasing and astonisking resonance. 

I didn't kave to descrike ker to Milton. Milton kad 
coordinated my symkolism so closely witk kis own I could 
tell tke resonance directly. It fit me. 

Next it was a matter of adjusting tke work skeets and 
jok requirements in suck a way as to get Ckarity assigned 
to us. It must ke done very delicately, so no one would 
know tkat an ytk ing illegal kad taken place. 

Of course, Milton kimself knew, since it was ke wko 
arranged it, and tkat kad to ke taken care of too. Wken 
tkey came to arrest kim on grounds of malfeasance^^ in 
office, it was, fortunately, for sometking tkat kad taken 
place 10 years ago. He kad told me akout it, of course, 
so it was easy to arrange — and ke won't talk akout me 
for tkat would make kis offense muck worse. 

He's gone, and tomorrow is Fekruary 14. Valentine's 
Day. Ckarity will arrive tken witk ker cool kands and ker 
sweet voice. I will teack ker kow to operate me and kow 
to care for me. Wkat do looks matter wken our person- 
alities will resonate? 

I will say to ker, “I am Joe, and you are my true love. ' 

4 ^ 



NOTES ON THE READING 

1. programmer: a person who prepares a work schedule for a computer machine 

2. data ban/c a collection of facts and information in a computer system 

3. IQ: intelligence quotient to measure human intelligence 

4. holographs: samples of handwriting to analyze the writer’s personality 

5. man/pu/at/on: managing a situation so it serves one’s personal goals 

6. (a) two-way street a situation that works both ways 

7. corre/ations; similarities; tie-ins; obvious connections 

8. s/W/ngs: brothers and sisters (having the same parents) 

9. (to) keep c/ose tabs on; watch carefully, observe closely 

10. resonance; similarity of vibrations, resulting in computer harmony 

1 1 . (on) grounds of ma/feasance; because of illegal actions and wrong doing 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . why did the author choose this as a \^]entine story? 

2. Who, exactly, is Joe and what is his work assignment? 

3 . Whatk ind of information was in Milton's data hanh? 

4 . In what ways would you say this story is humorous? 
In what ways would you say it is ironic? 

5 . Do you think there is special significance in the name 
of the Evaluator at the Library of History in Wichita, 
Kansas (Charity)? if so, how is it meaningful? Also, 
is the location of Wichita (in the center of the United 
States) meaningful to the story? 
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You lon’l go io ilie rain. tIic rain comes io you 
AnywLere, anytime. You got io prepare for ii! . . .protect yoursci 
AnJ if ii Leeps coming down on you, you got io learn io swim 
io the top through the Jarh clouds, where ih 
IS shining on that silver li 



le sun 



lining. 



J. California Cooper 
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In this Story, we eavesdrop on a conversation 
between an inmate of a mental institution 
and a well-meaning passerby Though reluc- 
tant to become involved with the inmate, the 
gentleman’s simple act of kindness has serious 
consequences. 
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Excuse me, sir, I see tkat you are smoking — 

could you possiLly spare* a cigarette? are not allowed to kave tkem kere. A wise rule, no doukt, in tke major- 
ity. of cases. Lunatics^ skould never ke trusted wi tkfi re. 

But kelieve me, sir, I don't kelong in tkis place witk all tkese crazy people. Really, I don't! I'm as sane as any- 
one, as sane as you are. But tkere you sit in your parked car, free to come and go as you please. And kere am I 
kekind tkese kars 

Ok, please don't go away! Don't drive off just kecause I am talking to you. I won't cause you any emkar- 
rassment. Not tke sligktest. I won't even ask you again for a cigarette. 

I suppose you're waiting for someone. Your wife? A friend, perkaps? One of tke doctors wko work kere in 
tke asylum? It doesn't matter, if I see anyone coming. I'll stop talking. I'll go away from tke window. But until 
tken, please stay. You don't know wkat it means to ke akle to talk to somekody on tke outside. Somekody wko 
will listen, somekody wko mi gk even kelieve 

No, tkat's too muck to expect, of course. But tell me, sir, do I sound like a madman? My mind is as good 
as it ever was; truly, it is. I can solve a proklem in trigonometry for you or recite one of Skakespeare's sonnets. 
But wken I try to tell tke trutk, tkey won't kelieve me. 

Sir, you're a gentleman, tkat's okvious. You kave tke sympatky and tke tolerance, tke willingness to kear a 
man out.^ I can recognize tkose qualities for a very good reason. Xou see. I'm a gentleman myself. 

Ok, you wouldn 't tkink so from looking at me, I know. And you wouldn 't tkink so if you read my medical 
file. It says tkat I am David Greenlea, merckant seaman, a kopeless paranoiac^ suffering from insane delusions. 
But, sir, I swear to you I'm not David Greenlea and I'm not insane! 
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Let me tell you, sir, just kow it kappeneJ. And let 
me teg of you not to judge me ky tke way I look. Tkis 
kroken nose, tkese gnarled kands — tkey're not mine, I 
tell you, tkey're not mine! Tkey kelong to David Greenlea, 
tkat's true. But Fm not David Greenlea, Fm not. Fm not. 

Fm EJg ar Greenlea, vice-president o f tke O verseas 
Skipping Company, witk a kouse on Edgewater Drive and 
a wife and two fine ckildren. ..ok, you must kelieve me! 

But wait. Fm going too fast. I can see tke diskelief 
in your eyes. And tke pity. Yes, tke pity. I don’t klame 
you, sir, really I don’t. But k ear me out, I Leg of you. It 
will only take a minute or two. And it will cost you notk- 
ing. Just a cigarette, perkaps, if you’re so inclined.^ 

It kappened almost a year ago. I was in my office, as 
usual. I was in my own kody, too, not tkis tattooed mon- 
strosity tkat you’re looking at. Ok, I know tkat does 

sound insane, Lut let me explain, please! Just listen 

One of our skips, tke Eastern Star^ kad docked only 
tkat morning. Akout noon tkey krou gkt me word tkat 
David G reenlea kad come askore, was drinking kimself 
klind in a waterfront tavern. David Greenlea, my first 
cousin, a wretcked ne-er-do-well,^ always drunk or kgkt- 
ing, always in troukle. I kad got kim kis kertk on tke 
Eastern Star. Witkout my influence ke would kave lost 
it a dozen times. But tkere was no gratitude on kis part, 
sir. None at all. Indeed, ke kated me kecause I was suc- 
cessful, respected, everytking ke wanted to ke — and was 
not. 

Malevolent^ as ke was, I felt responsible for kim as 
a member of tke family. And so I went down to tkat tav- 
ern. I found kim, drunk and disgusting. I took kim into 

a back room and ordered coffee. We were alone tkere 

Sir, could you possibly let me kave a cigarette? Look, 
I’ll stretck my arm tkrougk tke bars as far as it will go. 
if you could just put one in my fingers. I’d be so grate- 
ful. Really, you don’t know kow agonizing it is to watck 
anotker man smoke wken you... ok, tkank you, sir, you 
are most kind! 

So I made David drink tke coffee. I got kim fairly 
sober, but ke kept reviling® me. He accused me of secretly 
loatking kim, despising kim. I said tkat I did n’t despise 
kim, I only pitied kim. wken I said tkat, ke gave me a 
strange look, kalf drunken and kalf cunning. Tken ke 
smiled. I tell you, sir, I kave seen tkat smile a tkousand 
times since in my dreams. 

“Let me skow you a trick. Cousin Edgar,” ke said, 
“a trick I learned from a singsong girF in Hong Kong. 



A little magic, black or wkite, depending on wkere you 
sit.” 

He took sometking out of kis pocket and put it on 
tke table, and I saw tkat it was a cone of ckeap incense. 
“First tkere must be pity, ” ke said, smding tkat evil smile, 
“if tke spelF^ is to work. Tken tkere must be a burnt 
offering, and finally tkere must be tke words.” 

I tkougkt ke was raving, but I decided to kumor kim. 
So I... pardon me, sir, could I troukle you for a ligkt? 
You needn’t give me a matck, just kold tke flame wkere 
I can reack it wi tk tke tip of tke cigarette. Tkank you, 
sir. Ak, tkat’s good 

So I said to my cousin David, “Wkat words?” 

He kad tk e incense ligkteJ now, and tke smoke was 
rising. He looked at me tkrougk it, just as I am looking 
at you. Tken ke said tke words. Come closer. I’ll wkis- 
per tkem to you. Just a little closer. Tk ere! 

It works! It works! By tke ancient and terrible gods, 
tke spell still works! I tkougkt it would, I koped it would! 
Ok, I am sorry, sir, to leave you in tkere. 

But I kad to get out, I kad to! Aurid tkis was tke only 
way. I kad to ckange places witk you, don’t you see? I 
kad to exckange bodies witk you, just tke way David did 
witk me! 

Ok, please don’t scream like tkat and skake tke bars. 
Tke attendants will come and put you in a straitjacket.^^ 
Because to tkem you’ll just be David Greenlea, merckant 
seaman, kopeless paranoiac. And no matter wkat you say, 
tkey don’t believe you. You’ll kave to bide your time,^^ 
just as I did. You’ll kave to wait until someone pities you, 
and tken tkere must be a burnt offering,*® remember, and 
tke words. Don’t forget tke words. 

Now I must be going, for I kave muck to do. Ak, 
yes, muck to do. My cousin David will not be expecting 
me, not looking like tkis. wkat a surprise for David! 

I’ll tak e your car, sir, because you won’t be needing it 
any more. Tkank you for everytking, especially tke burnt 
offering — I mean, tke cigarette. Good-by, sir, Good-by. 
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NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . spare: give; offer; contribute 

2. Lunatics: insane people 

3. hear a man out listen to what a person has to say 

4. paranoiac: a person troubled by suspicions and worries 

5. inclined: to feel like doing something 

6. ne-er-do-well: a person who cannot succeed in any endeavor 

7. malevolent vicious; having evil intentions 

8. reviling: using offensive language to abuse someone 

9. singsong girl: a bar hostess 

10. spdl: a spoken word (or words) that have magical power 

1 1. straitjacket a heavy cloth jacket used by the police or in mental institutions to 
bind the arms and restrict the movement of the wearer 

1 2. bide your time: wait for a period of time 

1 3. burnt offering: in ancient religions, a sacrifice offered to obtain something 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what Jetails Joes the writer give us to help us know what 
the listener is Joing while the narrator is telling his story? 

2 . How Joes the speaker get the attention of the listener? How 
Joes he get the listener's sympathy? Give some examples. 

3 . what happens to the listener anJ the narrator? 

4 . if the listener haJ not felt sympathy for the man hehinJ 
harSf how woulJ the story he Jifferent? 

5 . With a partner, Jramathe the story. Use some of the exact 
worJs of the narrator. 
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® DONNA KATE RUSHIN 



Feeling herself pulled in all directions by con- 
flicting social forces, the poet wonders whether 
the most important relationship a person can 
have is with his or her own soul. 




IVe kad enougk 

Fm sick of seeing and toucking 

Botk sides of tkings 

Sick of keing tke damn kridge for everykody 
Nokody 

Can talk to anykody 
Witkout me 

Rigkt 

I explain my motker to my fatker my fatker to my little sister 
My little sister to my krotker my krotker to tke wkite feminists 
Tke wkite feminists to tke Black ckurck folks tke Black ckurck folk 
To tke ex-kippies^ tke ex-kippies to tke Black separatists^ tke 
Black separatists to tke artists tke artists to my friends’ parents... 

Tken 

Fve got to explain myself 
To everykody 
I do more translating 
Tk an tke Gawdamn U.N. 

Forget it 
Fm sick of it 

Fm sick of filling in your gaps 

Sick of keing your insurance against 

Tke isolation of your self-imposed limitations 

Sick of keing tke crazy^ at your koliday dinners 

Sick of keing tke odd one at your Sunday Brunckes 

Sick of keing tke sole Black f riend to 34 individual wkite people 



Find anotker connection to tke rest of tke world 
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Find sometking else to make you legitimate 
Find some otker way to ke political an 
I will not ke tke kridge to your womankood 
Your mankood 
Your kuman-ness 
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Fm sick of reminding you not to 
Close off too tigkt for too long 

Fm sick of mediating^ witk your worst self 
On kekalf of your ketter selves 

I as sick 

of kaving to remind you 
To kreatke 
Before you suffocate 
Your own fool self 

Forget it 
Stretck or drown 
Evolve or die 

Tke kridge I must ke 

Is tke kridge to my own power 

I must translate 

My own fears 

Mediate 

My own weaknesses 

I must ke tke kridge to nowkere 
But my true self 
And tk en 
I will ke useful ^ 
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the bridge poem 



NOTES ON THE POEM 

1 . ex-Hippies: people who. In the 1 960s, rejected the social values of their parents, 
but now find themselves practicing the values that they had rejected 

2. Black Separatists: The Black Moslems, under the leadership of Elijah Mohammed 
in the 1950s and '60s advocated separation from white American society 

3. the crazy: the nonconformist; the unusual person 

4. hip: absolutely up to date; in keeping with the current fad 

5. me<//at/ng: communicating 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . In your own words, what is the poet sick of? 

2. who is the poet speaking to? 

3 . How Joes the poet act as a bridge? 

4 . what Joes the last stanza mean? 
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Though personal identity is so important, peo- 
ple resort to stereotypes as they interact, put- 
ting strangers into categories where they may 
not belong.The narrator in this story shares, in 
amusing terms, his experience with mistaken 
identity. 
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People Lave trouLle deciding wkat I 

Indians mistake me for one of tkeir own; in Ckinatown tkey give me a menu written in Ckinese; and 
a Japanese kid asked me if I was Korean. My ancestors are full-klooded Japanese, kut I kave kad to get used to 
people tkinking Tm sometking else. 

Like tkat time I went to tke karker college on Nortk Cl ark Street for my cut-rate kaircut. It's a place wkere 
student-karkers get on-tke-jok training, and tkat's wkere I met tkis guy. He was last in line, and ke kept staring 
at me as I walked in. I just stared kack. 

Finally ke smiled and said witk a soutkern drawP straigkt out of Alakama, “Say, you're Indian, aren't you?” 

I looked into tke long mirror on tke opposite wall. “No, " I told tke guy, “I'm not an Indian.” 

Not an Indian? Alakama^ said. “I would kave sworn you were.” 

“I'm not.” 

Alakama skook kis kead and said, “You can't fool me. I've keen all over tke country. Seen all kinds of Indians. 
Ckerokees in tke Carolinas and Georgia and Alakama. Navajos in Arizona and New Mexico, ^nnekagos in 
Wisconsin, and even some Skastas once in tke mountains of California. I know you're some kind of Indian. " 

I skook my kead, crossed my arms in front of my ckest, and took a deep krea tk. "No.” 

"Ckerokee?" 

"No, not ckerokee." 

"Not Sioux, are you?” 

“Never keen in Nortk or Soutk Dakota,” I said. 

“Winnekago?” 
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I didn’t answer. I knew a lot aLout tke Winnekagos. 
Aft er ^(^rld II at an Army post just outside Paris^ I 

kad met a Winnekago Indian from Black River Falls, 
Wisconsin. Jameson, I tkirrk kis name was. A medic. And 
in tke week or so tkat we were at tke Army post we spent 
a lot of time talking and eating. Every nigkt we would go 
and kuy a couple of long loaves of kread fresk from tke 
kaker’s oven, and we would eat and talk for kours. He 
made me promise to visit kim in Wisconsin wken I got 
Lack to tke States. 

“Tkat’s God’s country — wkere tke Winnekagos live, 

I told Alakama. ''Plenty of kunting and ksking, espe- 
cially for muskellunge.^ 

"Muskellunge, kuk?” Alakama said. He looked im- 
pressed. 

"^ak, muskellunge. Most people call tkem muskies. 
Good eating, too. Salted, fried, or kroiled in tke askes of 
kickory wood.” 

"Wisk you was tkere, kuk, Ckief?”^ 

"Yeak, nice place, ’ I said. 

"So you’re a Winnekago?” ke said witk a kappy nod. 

"I never sai d tkat. I am not a Winnekago.” I turned 
away. 

“Now, now, Ck ief. Don’t get mad,” Alakama said. 
"I’m your friend. Yes, sir. I’m truly your friend. I’ve 
worked witk Indians and kelped lots of tkem working for 
Stand ard Oil. Tke reason I tkougkt you were a Winne- 
kago is kecause you know so muck akout tkem.” 

"I don’t know so muck.” 

"You do. You sure do, Ck ief. ” He looked slyly 
around and tken lowered kis voice. You running away 
from tkere, Ck ief? Mayke from tke police?’ 

"I AM NOT RUNNING AWAY FROM THE 
POLICE," I told k im. 

"Okay, Ckief,” ke said quickly. "I didn’t mean no 
karm.” 

For a long. time Alakama didn t say anytking. Some 
of tke guys akead of us moved up in line and we moved 
along, too. Soon Alak ama kad a ckoice of sitting or 
standing. He sat down on tke kenck and slid over to 
make room for me. Tk en ke kegan again. 

"So you’re not a Winnekago, kuk?” 

I didn’t answer kim. 



9 "5 

V^rowf 

“No, I am not a Crow,” I said very skarply, altkougk 
I kad notking against tkat trike. 

He rukked kis ckin witk kis left kand and tkougkt 




kard. “Arapako?”^ 

I skook my kead. 

"Navajo, tken?” 

I smiled. Tke Navajos were a trike tkat I’d ke proud 
to ke part of. Great weavers, great in kandicrafts, and 
among tke kest wken it came to farming. I d once gone 
to an art sckool in Kansas City witk Custer Begay — a 
Navajo and a fine artist. I started tkirdsing akout Custer 
and kis keautiful drawings of Indians on korsekack. Tken 
I rememkered some of tke great times we’d kad and I 
kegan to laugk. 

Alak ama slapped kis knee and said, "You re a Navajo! 
From Arizona! ” 

Tkis guy would not give up! 

“Well,” I said witk a sigk, “I was once on a reserva- 



tion in Arizona.” 

I really kad keen, too. I’d keen sent to Arizona to 
live in a relocation camp for Japanese-Americans during 
World War II," kef ore I volunteered for tke Army. 

Alak ama’s eyes lit up. "I knew it! You couldn’t fool 
me. Wkat reservation was it, Ckief?” 

“Poston, Arizona, ” I said, rememkering tke war-time 
internment camp. "On tke Colorado River. 

“I mean, ” Alakama moaned, "wkat trike was it?" 

“Nipponese.® were scattered a kit until Uncle Sam 
gatkered us up and put us all togetker again.” 

Alak ama nodded a couple of times. “Well, I sure do 
tkink tkat was tke kest tking to do, kaving tke govern- 
ment look after you all. Nipponese, ek? Tkat must ke a 
very small trike. Never keard of it, Ckief. 

I kad enjoyed my joke. Alakama wanted me to ke 
sometking else, kut I wasn’t going to ke anyone else kut 
myself. 

“A Nipponese is a Japanese. I am Japanese.” I spoke 
slowly, feeling a little self -conscious as I wondered kow I 
am supposed to say I am wkat I am. 

Alak ama rukked kis ckin and looked puzzled. Jap,^ 
ek? Wouldn’t tkink it to look at you. You could pass for 
Indian any day.” 

"Japanese, ” I said. 

“Sure, sure, Jap-a-nees. Japanese. But you were kom 
in tke U.S.A., weren’t you? You can’t talk American like 
tkat witkout your keing korn kere.” 

“I was korn in Hawaii. ” 

"Well, you’re American like tke rest of us, tken. A 
man skould ke proud of wkat ke is. Aren’t you? 

Did I sense a tkreatening tone in kis voice? 
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“I am pleased tkat I am wko I am, Alakama,’ ’ I told 
kim. “It’s good to ke alive.” 

“Sure is, all rigkt,” ke said. “But you’re wrong akout 
me. I don’t come from Alakama. ” 

“No?” 

“No!” He stood up kecause it was finally kis turn to 
get a kaircut. “I’m from Georgia, ” ke said in a loud voice, 
“and proud of it.” 

“Sorry I made tke mistake,” I told kim. Tken I 
skrugged. 

For tke life of me I couldn’t see wkat difference it 
made if ke came from Georgia or AlaL ama. ^ 



NOTES ON THE STORY 

1 . southern drawl: the stress and intonation pattern of speech used by people born 
and raised in the American South. 

2. Alabama: a southern state. The narrator is using the name of the state for the 
man he is talking to 

3. muske/Zunge; a variety of trout 

4. Chief: As In Indian chief. The speaker is using the title humorously because he 
thinks the narrator is a native American. 

5. Crow; Tribal peoples living in Wyoming, Montana, and Idaho 

6. Arapaho: Tribal peoples living in Wyoming and Colorado 

7. a relocation camp far japanese^Americans: During World War II, Americans of 
Japanese ancestry were confined to special camps because of security concerns. 

8. N/pponese: Japanese g 

9. jap: Socially stigmatized term for people of Japanese origin ^ 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what are your feelings about the narrator and the man 
he meets at the barber college? 

2 . How would you describe the narrator's attitude? 

3 . what difficult past experiences does the narrator mention? 
How does he feel about them? 

4 . How are the narrator and ^‘Alabama ' similar? 
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0 DIANEBURNS 

This poem treats the question of personal 
identity from the perspective of a Native 
American. 
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How Jo you Jo? 

No, I am not Ckinese. 

No, not Spanisk. 

No, I am American InJi — uk,^ Native American. 
No, not from InJ ia. 

No, not Apacke.^ 

No, not Navajo.^ 

No, not Sioux. 

No, we are not extinct. 

Yes, InJ ian. 

ok? 

So tkat’s wkere you got tkose kigk ckeekkones. 
Your great granJmotker, ku k? 

An InJ ian Princess, ku k? 

Hair Jown to tkere? 

Let me guess. Ckerokee?^ 

Ok, so youVe kaJ an InJian frienJ? 

Tkat close? 

Ok, so you’ve kaJ an InJian lover? 

Tkat tigkt? 0 ‘ k' 

Er|c 204 



oz — (®) mi--oOm-D O Z 



diane burns 



ok, so you ve kaJ an Indian servant? 

Tkat muck? 

Yeak it was awful wkat you guys did to us. 

It^s real decent of you to apologize. 

No, Id on’t know wkere you can get peyote.^ 

No, I don’t know wkere you can get Navajo rugs real ckeap. 
No, I d idn't make tkis. I k ougkt it at Bloomingdales.^ 

Tkan k you. I like your kair too. 

I don’t know if anyone knows wketker or not Cker® is really Indian. 

No, I did n’t make it rain tonigkt. 

Yeak. Uk-kuk. Spirituality. 

Uk-kuk. Yeak. Spirituality. Uk-kuk.^ Motker 
Bartk. Yeak. Uk-kuk. Uk-kuk. Spirituality. 

No, I did n’t major in arckery. 

Yeak, a lot of us drink too muck. 

Some of us can’t drink enougk. 

Tkis ain’t no stoic look. 

Tkis is my face. ^ 
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NOTES ON THE POEM 

1. American Indi — uh, NotiVe American; In current usage, American Indian has been 
replaced by the term Native American to acknowledge the fact that these people 
are indigenous to the North American continent 

2. Apache: tribal peoples of the American Southwest 

3. Navajo: a principle tribe living in New Mexico and Arizona 

4. Sioux; members of the Dakota tribe, living in the northern Great Plains 

5. Cherokee: tribal peoples formerly inhabiting the southern Appalachian Mountains 
from eastern Tennessee to northern Georgia 

6. peyote: a hallucinogenic drug obtained from the cactus for use in religious 
ceremonies 

7. B/oomlngdfl/es; An upscale department store in the United States 

8. Cher: A popular singer, film actress, and entertainer 

9. Uh'huh: (casual speech) indicates agreement, or simply “I’m listening” 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . 7%e poem presents one part of a dialog. What questions 
or statements would elicit the responses that are given in 
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2 . Is the tone of this poem similar to that of the short story 
''A Haircut ^ (p. 1Q6)? Explain. 
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® SYLVIA A. WATAN ABE 




Set in Hawaii, this story examines the relation- 
ship of an old spiritual woman and her young 
apprentice, Yuri Shimabukuro. Increasingly iso- 
lated from modem society, they work together 
to maintain ancient Hawaiian traditions. Yuri ul- 
timately learns from Aunty Talking to the Dead 
how to be independent. 
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We spoke of ker in wkispers as Aunty Talking to tke Dead, 

tke kalf-Hawaiian kakuna^ la dy. But wk enever tkere was a deatk in tke village, ske was tke first to ke sent for — 
tke priest came second. For it was ske wko understood tke wkoleness of tkings — tke significance of directions and 
colors. Prayers to appease tke kungry gkosts. Elixirs^ for grief. Most times, ske'd ke out on ker front porck, 
already waiting — ker koy, Clinton, standing kekind witk ker kasket of spells — wken tke messenger arrived. People 
said ske could smell a deatk from clear on tke otker side of tke island, even as tke dying person Lreatked kis last. 
And if ske fixed ker eyes on you and named a day, you were already as good as six feet under. 

I went to work as ker apprentice wken I was eigkteen. Tkat was in *48 — tke year Clinton graduated from mor- 
tician sckool on tke G.I. Bill.^ It was tke talk for weeks kow ke returned to open tke Paradise Mortuary in tke 

very keart of tke vi Uage and krougkt tke scientific spirit of free enterprise to tke doorstep of tke tkereafter. I remem- 
ber tke advertisements for tke Grand Opening — promising to modernize tke funeral trade witk Lifelike Artistic 
Teckniques and StringenP Stand ards of Sanitation. Tke old woman, wko kad waited out tke war for ker son s 
return, stoically took kis defection in stride and began looking for someone else to kelp out witk ker business. 

At tke time, I didn’t kave many prospects — more schooling didn’t interest me, and my mother’s attempts at 
marrying me off inevitably failed wken I stood to shake bands witk a prospective bridegroom and ended up tow- 
ering a foot above him. “It’s kad enough ske has tke face of a horse,” I beard one of them complain. 

My mother dressed me in navy blue, on tke theory tkat dark colors make everything look smaller: **Yuri, sit 
down,” she’d kiss, tugging at my skirt as tke decisive moment approached. I’d nod, sip my tea, smile tkrou gk tke 
introductions and small talk, till tke time came for sealing tke kargain witk kandskakes all around. Tken, notk- 
ing on eartk could keep me from getting to my feet. Tke go-ketween° finally suggested tkat I consider taking up 
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a trade. “After all, marriage isn't for everyone,” ske said. 
My motker said tkat tkat was a fact wkick remained to 
ke proven, kut meanwkile, it wouldn't kurt if I took in 
sewing or learned to cut kair. I made up my. mind to 
apprentice myself to Aunty Talking to tke Dead. 
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Tke old woman's kouse was on tke kill kek ind tke village, 
just off tke road to Ckicken Figkt Camp. ske lived in an 
old plantation worker's kungalow witk peeling green and 
wkite paint and a large, well-tended garden out front — 
mostly of flowering kuskes and strong-smelling kerks. 

“Aren't you a kig one,” a voice kekind me said. 

I started, tken turned. It was tke first time I kad ever 
seen tke old woman up close. 

“Hello, uk, Mrs., Mrs., Dead, " I stammered. 

ske was little — way under five feet — and wrinkled, 
and everytking akout ker seemed tke same color — ker 
skin, ker lips, ker dress — everytking just a sligktly differ- 
ent skade of tke same krown-grey, except ker kair, wkick 
was aksolutely wkite, and ker tiny eyes, wkick glinted like 
metal. For a minute, tkose eyes looked me up and down. 

“Here,” ske said finally, tkrusting an empty rice sack 
into my kands. “For collecting salt.” And ske started down 
tke road to tke keack. 



In tke next few montks, we walked every inck of tke kills 
and keackes around tke village. 

Tkis is a ali to kring sleep — it must ke dried in tke 
skade on a kot day. " Aunty was always tkree steps akead, 
ckanting, wkile I struggled kekind, laden^ witk strips of 
kark and leafy twigs, my kead kuzzing witk names. 

“Tkis is awa for every kind of grief, and uhaloa witk 
tke deep roots — if you are like tkat, deatk cannot easily 
take you.” Her voice came from tke stones, tke trees, and 
tke eartk. 

“Tkis is wkere you gatker salt to preserve a corpse, " 
I kear ker still. “Tkis is wkere you cut to insert tke salt, " 
ker words kave marked tke places on my kody, one ky one. 

Tkat wkole first year, not a single day passed wken 1 didn’t 
tkink of quitting. I tried to figure out a way of moving 
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kack kome witkout making it seem like I was admitting 
anytking. 

“You know wkat people are saying, don't you?” my 
motker sai d, lifting tke lid of tke kamkoo steamer and 
setting a tray of freskly-st earned meat kuns on tke already- 
crowded takle kefore me. It was one of my few visits ko nie 
since my apprenticeskip — tkougk I'd never keen more 
tkan a couple of miles away — and ske kad stayed up tke 
wkole ni gktk efore, cooking. Ske'd prepared a canned kam 
witk yellow sweet potatoes, wing keans witk pork, sweet 
and sour mustard cakkage, fresk raw yellow-kn, pickled 
eggplant, and rice witk re dk eans. I kad not seen so muck 
food since tke nigkt ske'd tried to persuade ker younger 
krotker, my Uncle Mongoose, not to volunteer for tke 
army. He'd gone anyway, and on tke last day of training, 
just kefore ke was skipped to Italy, ke skot kimself in tke 
kead wken ke was cleaning kis gun. “I always knew tkat 
koy would come to no good, " was all Mama said wken 
ske k eard tke news. 

“Wkat do you mean you can't eat anotker kite,” ske 
fussed now. “Look at you, notking kut a kag of kones.” 

I allowed myself to ke persuaded to anotker kelping, 
tkougk I'd lost my appetite. 

Tke trutk was, tkere didn't seem to ke muck of a 
future in my apprenticeskip. In eleven and a kalf montks, 
I kad memorized most of tke minor rituals of mourning 
and learned to identify a couple of dozen kerks an dall 
tkeir medicinal uses, kut I kad not seen — muck less got- 
ten to practice on — a single konest-to-goodness corpse. 

“People live longer tkese days,” Aunty claimed. 

But I knew it was kecause everyone — even from vil- 
lages across tke kay kad kegun taking tkeir kusiness to 
tke Paradise Mortuary. Tke single event wkick kad estak- 
lisked Clinton's monopoly once and for all kad keen tke 
untimely deatk of old Mrs. Pomadour, tke plantation 
owner's motker-in-law, wko'd ckoked on a kskkone dur- 
ing a fundraising lunckeon of tke Famine Relief Society. 
Clinton kad keen ckosen to ke in ckarge of tke funeral. 
He'd taken to wearing tkree-piece suits — even during tke 
kumid Kona season^ — as a symkol of kis new respectakil- 
ity, and kad recently keen nominated as a Repuklican can- 
didate to run for tke vi llage council. 

“So, wkat are people saying. Mama,” I asked, finally 
pusking my plate away. 

Tkis was tke cue ske kad keen waiting for. “Tkey're 
saying tkat Tkat Woman kas gotten kerself a new don- 
key,” ske paused dramatically. 
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I Legan rememLering tilings aLout Leing in my 
motker's kouse. Tke navy klue dresses. Tke kumiliating 
weekly tea ceremony^ lessons at tke Buddkist Temple. 

**Give up tkis fooliskness/' ske wkeedled. “Mrs. Ko- 
yama teUs me tke Barker Skop Lady is looking for kelp.” 
“I tkink rll stay rigkt wkere I am,” I said. 

My motker drewkerself up. “Here, kave anotker meat 
kun,” ske said, jakking one tkrougk tke center witk ker 
serving fork and lifting it onto my plate. 

A few weeks later, Aunty and I were called just outside 
tke village to perform a laying-out. It was early afternoon 
wken Skeriff Kanoi came ky to tell us tkat tke kody of 
Mustard Hayaski, tke eldest of tke Hayaski koys, kad 
just keen pulled from an irrigation ditck ky a team of field 
workers. He kad apparently fallen in tke nigkt kefore, 
stone drunk, on kis way kome from Hula Rose's Dance 
Emporium. 

I kegan kurrying around, assemkling Aunty's tools 
and kottles of potions, and ckecking tkat everytking was 
in working order, kut tke old woman didn't turn a kair; 
ske just sat calmly rocking kack and fortk and puffing 
on ker skinny, long-stemmed pipe. 

“Yuri, you stop tkat rattling around kack tkere! " ske 
snapped, tken turned to tke Skeriff. “My son Clinton 
could proka kly kandle tkis. Wky d on't you ask kim?” 
Skeriff Kanoi kesitated. “Tkis looks like a tougk case 
tkat's going to need some real expertise. " 

“Mmmm.” Tke old woman stopped rocking. “It's 
true, it was a kad deatk,” ske mused. 

“Very kad,” tke Skeriff agreed. 

“Tke spirit is going to require some talking to.” 
“Besides, tke family asked special for you, ” ke said. 
No doukt kecause tkey didn't kave any otker ckoice, 
I tkougkt. Tkat morning, Ld run into Ckinky Malloy, 
tke assistant mortician at tke Paradise, so I kappened to 
know tkat Clinton was at a morticians' conference in tke 
city and wouldn’t ke kack for several days. But I didn't 
say a word. 

Mustard s remains kad keen laid out on a green Formica^^ 
takle in tke kitcken. It was tke only room in tke kouse 
witk a door tkat faced nortk. Aunty claimed tkat you 
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skould always ckoose a nortk-facing room for a laying-out 
so tke spirit could find its way kome to tke land of tke 
dead witkout getting lost. 

Mustard's motker was leaning over kis corpse, wail- 
ing, and ker kuskand stood kekind ker, looking wkite- 
faced, and aksently patting ker on tke kack. Tke tiny 
kitcken was jammed witk sokking, nose-klowing relatives 
and neigkkors. Tke air was tkick witk tke smells of grief — 
perspiration, ladies' cologne, last ni gk’ s cooking, and tke 
faintest wkiff of putrefying^ ^ flesk. Aunty gripped me ky 
tke wrist and pusked ker way to tke front. Tke air pressed 
close — like someone's kot, wet kreatk on my face. My 
kead reeled, and tke room kroke apart into dots of color. 
From far away I keard somekody say, “It's Aunty Talking 
to tke Dead.” 

“Make room, make room,” anotker voice called. 

I looked down at Mustard, lying on tke takle in front 
of me — kis eyes kalf -open in tkat swollen, purple face. 
Tke smell was muck stronger close up, and tkere were 
flies everywkere. 

“We' re going to kave to get rid of some of tkis kloat, ” 
Aunty said, tkrusting a metal okject into my kand. 

Peopl e were leaving tke room. 

Ske went around to tke otker side of tke takle. “I'll 
start kere,' ske said. “You work over tkere. Do just like 
I told you. " 

I nodded. Tkis was tke long-awaited moment. My 
moment. But it was already tke keginning of tke end. 
My knees kuckled and everytking went dark. 

Aunty performed tke laying-out alone and never men- 
tioned tke episode again. But it was tke talk of tke vil- 
lage for weeks — kow Yuri Skimakukuro, assistant to 
Aunty Talking to tke Dead, passed out under tke Haya- 
skis kitcken takle and kad to ke tended ky tke grief- 
stricken motker of tke dead koy. 

My motker took to catcking tke kus to tke planta- 
tion store tkree villages away wkenever ske needed to 
stock up on necessaries. “You're my daugkter — kow could 
I not ke on your side? " was tke way ske put it, but tke air 
kuzzed witk ker unspoken recriminations. And wkenever 
I went into tke vi llage, I was aware of tke sly lau gkter ke- 
kind my kack, and Ckinky Malloy smirking at me from 
kekind tke skutters of tke Paradise Mortuary. 

“Ske's giving tke kusiness a kad name,” Clinton said, 
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carefully removing kis jacket and draping it across tke 
Lack of tke rickety wooden ckair. He dusted tke seat, 
looked at kis kand witk distaste kefore wiping it off on 
kis kandkerckief, tken drew up tke legs of kis trousers, 
and sat. 

Aunty picked up ker pipe from tke smoking tray next 
to ker rocker and filled tke tiny krass kowl from a pouck 
of Bull Durkam.^^ 'Tm glad you found time to drop ky, ” 
ske said. **You still going out wi tk tkat sk inny wkite girl? 

^You mean Marska?” Clinton sounded defensive. 
'*Sure, I see ker sometimes. But I didn't come kere to talk 
akout tkat.” He glanced over at wkere I was sitting on tke 
sofa. * You tkink we could kave some privacy?” 

Aunty lit ker pipe and puffed. “Tkere's nokody kere 
kut us Yuri's my rigkt kand. Couldn't do witkout ker. " 

'Tke Hayaskis prokakly kave tkeir own opinion akout 
tkat. " 

Aunty waved ker kand in dismissal. 'Tkere's no 
pleasing some people. Yuri's just young; ske'll learn.” 
ske reacked over and patted me on tke knee, tken 
looked kim straigkt in tke face. “Like we all did.” 

Cknton turned red. “Damn it, Mama! You're making 
yourself a laugkingstock!”^^ His voice kecame soft, per- 
suasive “Look, you've worked kard all your life, kut now. 
I've got my kusiness — it 'Ut e a wkile kefore I'm really on 
my feet — kut you don't kave to do tkis, " ke gestured 
around tke room. “I'Ukelp.r m only tkinking akout you. " 

“Akout tke election to vi llage council, you mean! " I 
kurst out. 

Aunty was unperturked. “You considering going 
into politics, son? " 

“Mama, wake up! " Clinton koU ered, like ke'd wanted 
to all along. “Tke old spirits kave kad it. ^(^'re part of 
progress now, and tke world is going to roll ri gkt over us 
and keep on rolling, unless we get out tkere and grak our 
skare.” 

His words rained down like stones, skattering tke air 
around us. 

For a long time after ke left. Aunty sat in ker rocking 
ckair next to tke window, rocking and smoking, wi tkout 
saying a word, just rocking and smoking, as tke afternoon 
skadows flick ered keneatk tke trees and turned to ni gkt. 

Tken, ske kegan to sing — quietly, at first, kut very 
sure, ske sang tke naming ckants and tke kealing ckants. 
ske sang tke stones, and trees, and stars kack into tkeir 
rigktful places. Louder and louder ske sang — making 
wkole wkat kad keen kroken. 
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Everytking ckanged for me after Clinton's visit. I stopped 
going into tke village and kegan spending all my time witk 
Aunty Talking to tke Dead. I followed ker everywkere, 
carried ker loads witkout complaint, memorized remedies 
and mixed potions. I wanted to know wkat ske knew; I 
wanted to make wkat kad kappened at tke Hayaskis' go 
away. Not just in otker people's minds. Not just kecause 
I'd kecome a laugkingstock, like Clinton said. But kecause 
I knew tkat I kad to redeem myself for tkat one tking, 
or my moment — tke single instant of glory for wkick I 
kad lived my entire life — would ke snatcked keyond my 
reack forever. 

Meanwkile, tkere were otker layings-out. Tke kite- 
maker wko kung kimself. Tke crippled koy from Ckicken 
Figkt Camp. Tke \kgrant. Tke Blindman. Tke Blind- 
man's dog. 

“Do like I told you, " Aunty would say kefore eack 
one. Tk en, “Give it time,” wken it was done. 

But it was like living tke same ni gkt mare over and 
over — just one look at a kody and I was done for. For 
twenty-five years, people in tke village joked akout my 
“indisposition.”^^ Last year, wken my motker died, ker 
funeral was keld at tke Paradise Mortuary. I stood out- 
side on tke cement walk for a long time, kut never made 
it tkrougk tke door. Little ky little, I kad given up kope 
tkat my moment would ever arrive. 

Tken, one week ago. Aunty caugkt a ckill after spend- 
ing all morning out in tke rain, gatkering awa from tke 
garden. Tke ckill developed into a fever, and for tke first 
time since I'd known ker, ske took to ker ked. J nursed 
ker witk tke remedies ske'd taugkt me — sweat katks; 
eucalyptus steam; tea made from ko oko olau — kut tke 
fever worsened. Her kreatking kecame lakored, and ske 
grew weaker. My few kours of sleep were filled wi tk kad 
dreams. In desperation, aware of my ketrayal, I finally 
walked to a kouse up tke road and telepkoned for an 
amkulance. 

“I'm sorry. Aunty,” I kept saying, as tke flasking red 
ligkt swept across tke porck. Tke attendants kad ker on 
a stretcker and were carrying ker out tke front door. 

Ske reacked up and grasped my arm, ker grip still 
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strong. “You'll Jo okay, Yuri/' tke olJ woman wkispereJ 
koarsely, anJ squeezeJ. “Clinton useJ to get so scareJ^ 
ke messeJ kis pants.” Ske ckuckleJ^ tken kegan to 
cougk. One of tke attendants put an oxygen mask over 
ker face. “Husk,” ke saiJ. “Tkere'll ke plenty of time for 
talking later.” 

^ 

Tke day of Aunty's wake, workmen were repaving tke 
front walk and kad klocked off tke main entrance to tke 
Paradise Mortuary. Tkey kad dug up tke old concrete tiles 
and carted tkem away. Tkey 'd left a mound of gravel on 
tke grass, stacked some kags of concrete next to it, and 
covered tkem wi tkU ack tarps. Tkere was an empty wkeel- 
karrow parked on tke otker side of tke gravel mound. Tke 
entire front lawn was roped off and a sign put up wkick 
said, “Please use tke kack entrance, are making im- 
provements in Paradise. Tke Management. " 

My stomack was keginning to play tricks, and I was 
feeling a little dizzy. Tke old panic was mingled witk an 
uneasiness wkick kad not left me ever since I kad decided 
to call tke amkulance. I kept tkinking mayke I skouldn't 
kave called it since ske kad gone and died anyway. Or 
mayke I skould kave ca lied it sooner. I almost turned 
kack, kut I tkougkt of wkat Aunty kad told me akout 
Clinton and pressed akead. Numkly, I followed tke two 
women in front of me tkrougk tke garden along tke side 
of tke kuilding, around to tke kack. 

So, old Aunty Talking to tke Dead kas finally passed 
on, one of tkem, wkom I recognized as tke Dancing 
Sckool Teacker, said. ske was witk Pearlie Mukai, an old 
classmate of mine from kigk sckool. Pearlie kad gone 
years ago to live in tke city, kut still returned to tke vil- 
lage to visit ker motker. 

I was kaving difficulty seeing — it was getting dark, 
and my kead was spinning so. 

“How old do you suppose ske was? ' Pearlie asked. 
“Gosk , even wken we were kids it seemed like ske 
was at least a kundred. " 

“^Tke Undead,' my krotker used to ca 11 ker.” 

Fearlie laugked. “Wken we miskekaved, " tke danc- 
ing teacker said, “my motker used to tkreaten to send us 
to Aunty Talking to tke Dead. Ske'd ke giving us tke 
licking of our lives and kollering, ‘Tkis is gonna seem 
like notking, tken!"' 

Aunty kad keen laid out in one of tke rooms along 
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tke side of tke kouse. Tke keavy, wine-colored drapes kad 
keen drawn across tke windows, and all tke wall lamps 
turned very low, so it was darker in tke room tkan it kad 
keen outside. 

Pearlie and tke Dancing Sckool Teacker moved off 
into tke front row. I keaded for tke kack. 

Tkere were akout tkirty of us at tke wake, mostly 
from tke old days — tkose wko kad grown up on stories 
akout Aunty, or wko rememkered ker from kefore tke 
Paradise Mortuary. 

People were getting up and filing past tke casket. For 
a moment, I felt faint again, kut I rememkered akout 
Clinton (kow self-assured and prosperous ke looked stand- 
ing at tke door, accepting condolences!), and I got into 
line. Tke Dancing Sckool Teacker and Pearlie slipped in 
front of me. 

I drew nearer and nearer to tke casket. I kugged my 
sweater close. Tke room was air conditioned and smelled 
of floor disinfectant and roses. Soft music came from 
speakers mounted on tk e walls. 

Now tkere were just four people akead. Now tkree. 
I looked down on tke floor, and I tkougkt I would faint. 

Tken Pearlie Mukai skrieked, “Her eyes!” 

People kekind me kegan to murmur. 

“Wkat, wkose eyes?” Tke Dancing Sckool Teacker 
demanded. 

Pearlie pointed to tke kody in tke casket. 

Tke Dancing Sckool Teacker peered down and cried, 
“My, God, tkey re open! ' 

My keart turned to ice. 

“Wkat?” voices kekind me were asking. “Wkat akout 
ker eyes? " 

“Ske said tkey 're open,” someone said. 

Aunty Talking to tke Dead's eyes are open,” some- 
one else said. 

Now Clinton was kurrying over. 

“Tkat's kecause ske's not dead,” still anotker voice 
put in. 

Clinton looked into tke coffin, and kis face turned 
wkite. He turned quickly around again, and waved to kis 
assistants across tke room. 

“I've keard akout cases like tkis,” someone was say- 
ing. “It's kecause ske's looking for someone.” 

“I've keard tkat too! Tke old woman is trying to tell 
us sometking.” 

I was tke only one tkere wko knew. Aunty was talk- 
ing to me. I clasped my kands togetker, kard, kut tkey 
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wouldn't stop skaking. 

People kegan leaving tke line. Otkers pressed in, 
trying to get a ketter look at tke kody, kut a couple of 
Clinton's assistants kad stationed tkemselves in front of 
tke coffin, preventing anyone from getting too close. 
Tkey kad skut tke lid, and Ckinky Malloy was directing 
people out of tke room. 

**rd like to take tkis opportunity to tkank you aUfor 
coming kere tkis evening,” Clinton was saying. kope 
you will join us at tke reception down tke kali.” 

Wkile everyone was eating, I stole kack into tke parlor 
and quietly, ever so quietly, went up to tke casket, lifted 
tke lid and looked in. 

At first, I tkougkt tkey kad switcked kodies on me 
and exckanged Aunty for some powdered and painted old 
grandmotker, all pink and wkite, in a pink dress, and 
clutcking a wkite rose to ker ckest. But tke pennies kad 
fallen from ker eyes, and tkere tkey were. Op en. Aunty's 
eyes staring up at me 

Tk en I k new. In tkat instant, I stopped tremkling. 
Tkis was it: My moment kad arrived. Aunty Talking to 
tke Dead kad come awake to kear me witness. 

I walked tkrougk tke deserted front rooms of tke mor- 
tuary and out tke front door. It was ni gkt. I got tke wkeel- 
karrow, loaded it witk one of tke tarps^^ covering tke kags 
of cement, and wkeeled it kack to tke room wkere Aunty 
was. It squeaked terrikly, and I stopped often to make sure 
no one kad keard me. From tke kack of tke kuilding 
came tke clink of glassware and tke kuzz of voices. I kad 
to work quickly — people would ke leaving soon. 

But tkis was tke kardest part. Small as ske was, it was 
very kard to lift ker out of tke coffin. Ske was korrikly 
keavy, and unyielding as a kag of cement. It seeme dlike 
kours,- kut I finally got ker out and wrapped ker in tke 
tarp. I loaded ker in tke tray of tke wkeelkarrow, most 
of ker, anyway; tkere was notking I could do akout ker 
feet sticking out tke front en d. Tken, I wk eele d k er 
tkrougk tke silent rooms of tke mortuary, down tke front 
lawn, across tke village square, and up tke road, kome. 



tke salt into tke kollows of ker kody. I kave dressed ker 
in wkite and laid ker in flowers. 

Aunty, kere are tke keads you like to wear. Your favor- 
ite cakes. A quilt to keep away tke ckdl. Here is noni for 
tke keart and awa for every kind of grief. 

Down tke road a dog kowls, and tke sound of kam- 
mering eckoes tkrougk tke still air. *Xooks like a kurying 
tomorrow, " tke sleepers murmur, turning in tkeir warm 
keds. 

I kind tke sandals to ker feet and put tke torck to 
tke pyre. 

Tke sky turns to ligkt. Tke smoke climks. Her askes 
scatter, filling tke wind. 

And ske sings, ske sings, ske sings. ^ 






Now, in tke dark, tke old woman is singing. 

I kave wasked ker witk my own kands and worked 
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NOTES ON THE READING 

1. kahuna: a Hawaiian witch doctor 

2. elixirs: a sweet smelling solution or mixture of water, alcohol, and herbs 

3. G1 Bill: A law passed by the U.S. Congress giving free college education to 
veterans who fought in World War II. 

4. stringent strict 

5. go-between: the matchmaker who tries to arrange marriages 

6. a’ali’i: a Hawaiian medicinal herb; awa and uhalaa are additional types of herbs 
with specific uses 

7. laden: bearing, carrying 

8. Kana seasan: a period of heavy storms and strong southwesterly winds 

9. weekly teo ceremony lessens: lessons offered by Japanese Americans to the 
younger generation as a means of keeping old cultural practices alive 

10. Formico: a brand name for a laminated plastic material used to surface kitchen 
tables and counter tops 

I I . putrefying: rotting 

1 2. Bill Durham: a brand of tobacco 

13. laughingstadc an object (or person) subjected to jokes and ridicule 

1 4. indispasitian: aversion 

1 5. bear me witness: to be my witness 

16. torps: waterproof covering 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what time period does the story cover? 

2 . In your opinion, is Aunty Talking to the Dead a positive 
or negative influence on Yuri’s li/e? Explain. 

3 . In what ways was Yuri an unusual woman? 

4 . Do you think Aunty Talking to the Dead is mistaken in not 
adapting to new cultural practices (as her son Clinton has 
done)? Justify your answer. 

5 . what future do you foresee for Yuri following Aunty 's death ? 
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of real-life Americans speaking about their 
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Miss U.S.A.., 1Q73. she is twenty-nine. 



I wince^ wken rm called a former keauty queen or Miss U.S.A. 

I keep tkinking tkeyke talking akout someone else. Tkere are certain images tkat come to mind wken people talk 
akout keauty queens. It’s mostly wkat’s known as t and a, tits and ass. No talent. For many girls wko enter tke 
contest, it’s part of tke American Dream. ^ It was never mine. 

You used to sit around tke TV and watck Miss America and it was exciting, we tkougkt, glamorous. Fun, we 
tkougkt. But ky tke time I was eigkt or nine, I didn’t feel comfortakle. Soon I’m kitting my adolescence, like 
fourteen, kut I’m not doing any dating and I’m feeling awkward and ugly. I’m muck tall er tkan most of tke peo- 
ple in my class. I don’t feel I can compete tke way I see girls competing for guys. I was very muck of a loner.^ I 
felt intimidated ky tke amount of competition females were supposed to go tkrougk witk eack otker. I didn’t like 
keing told ky Seventeen magazine: Sukvert^ your interests if you kave a crusk^ on a guy, get interested in wkat 
ke’s interested in. if you play cards, ke sure not to keat kim. I was very kad at tkese social games. 

After I went to tke University of Colorado for tkree and a kalf years, I kad it. Tkis was 1968 tkrougk ’71. 
I came kome for tke summer. An agent met me and wanted me to audition for commercials, modeling, acting 
joks. okay. I started auditioning and winning some. 

I did tkings actors do wken tkey’re starting out. You pass out literature at conventions, you do print ads, you 
pound tke pavements,^ you send out your resumes. I kad come to a model agency one cold day, and an agent came 
out and said, “I want you to enter a keauty contest. ” I said, “No, uh-uk, never, never, iisver. I’ll lose, kow kumil- 
iating.” Ske said: “I want some girls to represent tke agency, mi gkt Jo you good. ” Sol filled out tke application 
klank: Hokkies, measurements, klak, klak, klak. I got a letter: “Congratulations. You kave keen accepted as an 
entrant into tke Miss Illinois Universe contest.” Now wkat do I do? I’m stuck. 
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You kave to kave a sponsor. Or you're gonna kave to 
pay several kunJred dollars. So I called up tke lady wko 
was running it. Terrikly sorry, I can t do tkis. I don't kave 
tke money. Ske calls kack a couple of days later: 
found you a sponsor, it's a lumber company." 

It was in Decatur. Tkere were sixty-some contestants 
from all over tke place. I went as a lumberjack:® blue 
jeans, kik ing boots, a flannel s kirt, a pair of suspenders, 
and carrying an axe. You come out first in your costume 
and you introduce yourself and say your astrological sign 
or wkatever it is tkey want you to say. You're wearing a 
banner tkat kas tke sponsor's name on it. Tken you come 
out and do your pirouettes^ in your one-piece batking 
suit, and tke judges look at you a lot. Tken you come out 
in your evening gown and pirouette around for a wkile. 
Tkat's tke first ni gkt. 

Tke second nigkt, tkey're gonna pick fifteen people. 
In between, you kad judges' interviews. For tkree min- 
utes, tkey ask you anytking tkey want. Can you answer 
questions? How do you kandle yourself? Your poise, 
personality, blak, blak, blak. Tkey're called personality 
judges. 

I tkougkt. Tkis will soon be over, get on a plane to- 
morrow, and no one wi 11 be tke wiser. Except tkat my 
name got called as one of tke fifteen. You kave to go 
tkrougk tke wkole tking all over again. 

I m tkinking. I don't kave a prayer. I'd come to feel 
a certain kind of distance, except tkat tkey called my 
name. I was tke winner. Miss Illinois. All I could do was 
laugk. I'm twenty-two, standing up tkere in a borrowed 
evening gown, tkin king: “Wkat am I doing kere? Tk is is 
like Tom Sawyer becomes an altar boy. 

I was considered old for a beauty queen, wkick is a 
little korrifying wken you're twenty-two. Tkat's muck 
part of tke beauty queen syndrome: tke young, untoucked, 
untkinking kuman being. 

I kad to go to tkis room and sign tke Miss lllinois- 
Universe contract rigkt away. Miss Universe, Incorporated, 
is tke full name of tke company. It's owned by Kaiser- 
Rotk Incorporated, wkick was bougkt out by Gulf & 
^(^stern. Big business. 

I'm sitting tkere witk my glass of ckampagne and 
I'm reading over tkis contract. Tkey said: “Ok, you don't 
kave to read it." And I said: “I never sign anytking tkat 
I don't read." Tkey're all waiting to take pictures, and 
I'm sitting tkere reading tkis long document. So I signed 
it and tke pkone rang and tke guy was from a Ckicago 
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paper and said: ^‘Tell me, is it Miss or Ms.?” I said: ‘'It's 
Ms.” He said, “You're kidding?” I said, “No, I'm not.” 
He wrote an article tke next day saying so met king like it 
finaUy kappened: a beauty queen, a feminist. I tkou gkt I. 
was a feminist kefore I was a keauty queen, wky skoulJ 
I stop now? 

Tken I got into tke publicity and training and inter- 
views. It was a tkrowback to anotker time wkere crossed 
ankles and wkite gloves and teacups were present. I was 
taugkt kow to walk around witk a book on my kead, kow 
to sit daintily, kow to pose in a batking suit, and kow to 
frizz my kair. Tkey wanted curly kair, wkick I kate. 

One day tke trainer asked me to skake kands. I 
skook kands. ske said: “Tkat's wrong. Wken you skake 
kands witk a man, you always skake kands ring up.” I 
said: “Like tke pope? Wkere my kand is up, like ke’s 
gonna kiss it?” Rigkt. I tkougkt: Holy mackerel It 
was a very long February and Marck and April and May. 

I won tke Miss U.S.A. pageant. I started to laugk. 
Tkey tell me I'm tke only beauty queen in kistory tkat 
didn't cry wken ske won. It was on network television. I 
said to myself: “You're kidding?" Bob Barker, tke kost, 
said: “No, I'm not kidding.” I didn't know wkat else to 
say at tkat moment. In tke press releases, tkey call it tke 
great American Dream. Tkere ske is, Miss America, your 
ideal. Well, not my ideal, kid. 

Tke minute you're crowned, you become tkeir prop- 
erty and subject to wkatever tkey tell you. Tkey wake 
you up at seven o'clock next morning and make you put 
on a negligee^® and serve you breakfast in bed, so tkat all 
tke New York papers can come in and take your picture 
sitting in bed, wkile you're absolutely bleary-eyed^'^ from 
tke nigkt before. Tkey put on tke Kayser-Rotk ne glig ee, 
kand you tke tray, you take tkree bites. Tke pkotogra- 
pkers leave, you wkip off tk e negligee, tkey take tke 
breakfast away, and tkat's it. I never did get any break- 
fast tkat day. (Laugks.) 

You immediately start making personal appearances. 
Tke Jaycees^® or tke ckamber of commerce says: “I want 
to book Miss U.S.A. for our Ckristmas Day parade.” 
Tkey pay, wkatever it is, seven kundred fifty dollars a day, 
first-class air fare, round trip, expenses, so fortk. if tke 
United Fu nd calls and wants me to give a five-minute 
pitck on queens at a lunckeon, tkey still kave to pay a 
fee. Doesn't matter tkat it's a ckarity. It's one kundred 
percent to Miss Universe, Incorporated. You get your 
salary. Tkat' s your prize money for tke year. I got fifteen 
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tkousanJ dollars, wkick is all taxed in New York. Mayke 
out of a ckeck of tkree tkousand dollars, Fd get fifteen 
kundred dollars. 

From tke day I won Miss U.S.A. to tke day I left for 
Universe, almost two montks later, I got a day and a kalf 
off. I made akout two kundred fifty appearances tkat year. 
Mayke tkree kundred. Parades', skopping centers, and 
tkings. Snip ri kkons. Wkat else do you do at a skopping 
center? Model clotkes. Tke nice tking I got to do was puk- 
lie speaking. Tkey said: "You want a gkost writer? I said: 
"Hell no, I know kow to talk.” I wrote my own speeckes. 
Tkey don’t trust girls to go out and talk kecause most of 
tkem can’t. 

One of tke kig execs from General Motors asked me 
to do a speeck in ^(^skington, D.C., on tke consumer 
and tke energy crisis. It was tke kftietk anniversary of tke 
National Management Association. Tke Wkite House, 
for some reason, sent me some stuff on it. I read it over, 
it was nonsense. So I stood up and said, “Tke reason we 
kave an energy crisis is kecause we are, industrially and 
personally, pigs. We kave a skort-term view of tke re- 
sources availakle to us; and unless we wake up to wkat 
we re doing to our air and our water, we ll kave a deartk, 
not just a crisis. ” Tkey weren’t real pleased. (Laugks.) 

wkat I resent most is tkat a lot of people didn’t ex- 
pect me to live tkis version of tke American Dream for 
myself. I was supposed to live it tkeir way. 

Wken it came out in a newspaper interview tkat I 
said Nixon skould resign, tkat ke was a crook, ok dear, 
tke fur flew.^^ Tkey got very upset. I got an invitation to 
tke Wkite House. Tkey wanted to skut me up. Tke Miss 
Universe corporation kad keen trying to estaklisk some 
sort of liaison witk tke Wkite House for several years. I 
make anti-Nixon speeckes and tkis invitation. 

I figured tkey re eitker gonna take me down to tke 
kasement and keat me up witk a rukker kose or tkey re 
gonna offer me a cakinet post. Tkey kad a list of fifteen 
or so people I was supposed to meet. I’ve never seen suck 
a kunck of people witk raw nerve endings.*^ I was dying 
to kring a tape recorder kut tkougkt if you mention tke 
word “Sony” in tke N ixon White House, you’re in trou- 
kle. Tkey’d kave cardiac arrest.*^ But I’m gonna kring 
along a pad and paper. Tkey were patronizing. And wken 
one of ’em got me in kis office and talked akout all tke 
journalists and television people keing liberals, I krougkt 
up blacklisting. Red Channelsf and tke TV industry. He 
ckanged tke subject. 

o 

me 



Miss Universe took place in Atkens, Greece. Tke 
junta was still in power. I saw a keck of a lot of jeeps and 
troops and mackine guns. Tke Americans were supposed 
to keep a low profile. I kad never been a great fan of tke 
Greek junta, but I knew darn well I was gonna kave to 
keep my moutk skut. I was still representing tke United 
States, for better or for worse. Miss Pkil ippines won. I 
ran second. 

At tke end of tke year, you’re run absolutely ragged. 
Tkat final evening, tkey usually kave several queens from 
past years come back. Before tkey crown tke new Miss 
U.S.A., tke current one is supposed to take wkat tkey 
call tke f a re well walk. Tkey call over tke PA:'“ Time for 
tke old queen’s walk. I’m now twenty-tkree and I’m an 
old queen. And tkey kave tkis idiot farewell speeck play- 
ing over tke airwaves as tke old queen takes tke walk. 
And you’re sitting on tke tkrone for about tkirty sec- 
onds, tken you come down and tkey announce tke name 
of tke new one and you put tke crown on ker kead. And 
tken you’re out. 

As tke new one is crowned, tke reporters and pko- 
tograpkers rusk on tke stage. I’ve seen pkotograpkers 
skove tke girl wko kas just given ker reign up tkirty sec- 
onds before, skove ker pkysically. I was gone by tkat 
time. I kad jumped off tke stage in my evening gown. It 
is very difficult for girls wko are terrified of tkis ending. 
All of a sudden (snaps fingers), you’re out. Nobody gives 
a damn about tke old one. 

Miss U.S.A. and remnants tkereof is tke crown 
stored in tke attic in my parent’s kome. I don’t even 
know wkere tke banners are. It wasn’t me tke fans of 
Miss U.S.A. tkougkt was pretty. Wkat tkey tkink is 
pretty is tke banner and crown, if I could put tke ban- 
ner and crown on tkat 1 amp, I swear to God ten men 
would come in and ask it for a date. I’ll tkink about 
committing an axe murder if I’m not called anytking 
but a former beauty queen. I can’t stand it any more. 

Several times during my year as wkat’s-ker-face I 
kad seen tke movie Ttie Sting. Tkere’s a gesture tke 
ckaracters use wkick means tke con is on:^^ tkey rub 
tkeir nose. In rny last fleeting moments as Miss U.S.A., 
as tkey were playing tkat silly farewell speeck and I 
walked down tke aisle and stood by tke tkrone, I looked 
rigkt into tke camera and rubbed my finger across my 
nose. Tke next day, tke pageant people spent all tkeir 
time telling people tkat I kadn’t done it. I spent tke time 
telling tkem tkat, of course, I kad. I simply meant: tke 
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con is on. (Laugks.) 

Miss U.S.A. is in tke same graveyard tkat Emma 
Knigkt tke twelve -year- old is. Wkere tke sixteen-year- 
old is. All tke past selves. Tkere comes a time wken you 
kave to kury tkose selves kecause you Ve grown into 
anotker one. You don t keep exkuming^ tke corpses. 

if I could sit down witk every young girl in America 
for tke next fifty years, I could tell tkem wkat I liked 
akout tke pageant. I could tell tkem wkat I kated. It 
wouldn't make any difference. Tkere're always gonna ke 
girls wko want to enter tke keauty pageant. Tkat's tke 
fantasy: tke American Dream. ^ 



NOTES ON THE READING 

1 . £mmo Kn/ght This name is fictitious 

2. wince: feel pain; recoil 

3. the Americon Dreom: the hope of a better, richer, happier life where all would be 
free to develop to their own potential. This term was first coined by historian 
James Truslow Adams in his book, The £p/c of Americo, 1931. 

4. /oner: a person who does not seek to be a member of a group 

5. subvert: give up; leave aside 

6. crush: a feeling of love for someone despite the fact that there is no strong 
foundation for that love; infatuation 

7. pound the povements: walk through the streets looking for a job 

8. /umbe/jock: a person who cuts down trees in the forest for a living 

9. p/rouettes: a full turn of the body as a model or ballerina might do 

1 0. / don’t hove o prayer: I don’t have a chance 

I I . altar bay: a boy who assists the priest during mass. Tom Sawyer was NOT the 
sort of boy who would be an attar boy. 

1 2. Holy Mackerel!: an exclamation showing surprise 

1 3. neg/(gee: women’s undergarments 

14. bleary-eyed: so tired that it is difficult to see clearly 

15. jaycees: initials for Junior Citizens, an international civic organization 

1 6. the fur flew: there was an uproar 

17. peop/e with raw nerve endings: extremely nervous people 

1 8. cardiac arrest a heart attack 

19. run rogged: completely tired out 

20. PA: public address system; the microphones and sound amplifiers in a public 
gathering place 

21 . the con is on: the confidence game or swindle begins; the unethical plan for 
obtaining money is starting 

22. exhuming: digging up 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1. How Joes Emma Knight fit your conception of a heauty 
queen? Explain, 

2. How JiJ Emmas idea of being a heauty queen change from 
the time she was a little girl until the time she won the title 

of Miss as. A? 

3. How is competition in heauty pageants similar to competition 
in sports or in politics? How is it different? 

4. what JiJ Emma enjoy about being Miss U,S,A. ? What JiJ 
she dislike? 

5. Do beauty pageants have a role in modern society? Why or 
why not? 
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As the saying goes, “Into every life some rain 
must fall “The narrator of this story is an in- 
domitable African American woman named 
Care. She shares her life experiences with us, 
showing how faith and love helped her through 
the rain. 
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Mothers are sometking ain’t tkey? 

Tkey mostly^ tke one person you can count on! All your life. . .if tkey live. Most motkers ke your friend and love 
you no matter wkat you do! I ket mine was tkat way. You ain't never known nokody didn't kave one,^ so tkey 
must ke sometking! 

Life is really sometking too, cause you can stand stark raving still and life will still kappen to you. It's gonna 
spill over and touck you no matter wkere you are! Always full of lessons. Everywkere! All you got to do is look 
around you if you got sense enougk to see! I kear people say tkey so kored witk life. Ain t notking kut a fool tkat 
ain't got notking to do in tkis kere world. My Aunt Ellen, wko I m going to tell you akout, always said, ''Life is 
like tryin to swim to tke top of tke rain sometime! " 

*One of tke tkings I always put in my prayers is "Lord, please don't let me ke no kig fool in tkis life!" Cause 
you got to ke tkinking, and tkink kard, to make it^ to any kinda peace and kappiness. And it seem lil?e tkings 
start kappening from tke moment you are korn! 

My mama died from my keing korn tke minute I was korn! Now if you don t tkink tkat ckanged my wkole 
life, you need to pray not to ke a fool! Ske left tkree of us. My two sisters, I call tkem Oldest an d Middle, and 
me. Ske kad done keen working*^ kard to support kerself for years, I learned, and finally for ker two ckildren after 
my daddy left. He came kack, one more time, to make one more kaky. I can look back now and understand, ske 
was grieved and lonely and tired from kolding up against kard times all ky kerself and wisked tkis time ke was 
kack to stay and kelp, so ske let kim kack in ker ked. Prokly^ to ke keld one more time ky someone sides a ckild. 
Tken I was made and ske told kim. He got drunk, again, kut didn't keat ker. Tkere’ s some wkippings people give 
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you tko; witkout laying a kanJ on you, kurts just as kaJ, 
even worse sometime. He left, again. He musta kroke 
sometkin inside ker kesides ker spirit and ker keart cause 
wken I took my first kreatk, ske took ker last k reatk. I 
wisked I could of fixed it wkilst I was inside ker, so ske 
could live... and I could get to kave my own mama. 

Ske kad already told my sisters wkat my name was 
to ke. I was called ^^Care. My first sister was ''Angel” and 
tke second “Better,” four and five years old. But I call 
tkem Older and Middle. 

We was alone, tkree kakies. 

Mama kad two sisters we kad never keard of. Some- 
kody knew kow to reack tkem cause one, Aunt Bell, wko 
lived in a kig city, came and got us and took us in. Had 
to, I guess. Cause wasn't nowkere^ else we could go at tkat 
time... tkree of us!? Musta keen a skock for somekody 
wasn't expecting anytking like tkat! 

We tkink my Aunt Bell was a prostitute. Older say 
ske was never in tke little rooms ske rented for us kut 
once or twice a montk. Ske would pay tke rent, stock up 
tke foo^, give us some little skiny toy or dress, lotsa 
warnings kout^ strangers, and leave us witk a kug and 
kiss, if ske kad a kuskand we never met kim. We were 
young and didn't understand a lot, kut we loved tkat 
woman, least I did. Was sometkin kin to me in ker. Ske 
was so sad, even wken ske was smiling and laugking. I 
didn t see it, kut I felt it. I'd cry for ker wken I tkougkt 
of ker and not know wky I was crying! Ske took care of 
us for akout five years, tken ske was dumped on our 
front porck, stakked to deatk! We opened tke door for 
sunk gkt and found ker and darkness. Tkat d arkness 
moved rigkt on into tke kouse, into our lives, again. 

I don't know if tkey even tried to find out wko did 
it. Just anotker wkore gone, I guess. Never mind tke 
kind of person ske was, trying to do^ for us and all. We 
kad never rea llyL een full too steady,^ kut we kad always 
kad sometking! 

We was*” alone, again. 

I found out early in life you going to find a lotta mean 
people everyplace, kut sometime a few good ones some- 
wkere. Someone came in and prepared for tke tiny, 
skort funeral. Tke ckurck donated tke coffin and fed us. 
Somekody went tkrougk Aunt Bell's few sad tkings ske 
kad tkere and tkat' s wken we found out we kad anotker 
aunt. Aunt Ellen. People skould tell tke ckildren wkere 
to look and wko to look for, just in case! Do we ever 
know wkat's goin to kappen to us in tkis life? Or wken? 
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Somekow tkey reacked Aunt Ellen and ske got tkere 
kout a week after tke funeral, was all separated and 
could tell people was getting tired of feeding and caring 
for us. Well, after all, tkey was poor people or tkey never 
would kave known us anyway and tkey was already kav- 
ing a kard time kefore we needed tkem! 

Aunt Ellen was a kusky-looking, mannisk-looking 
woman wko wore pants, a straw kat and a red flowered 
klouse. I will always rememker tkat. I was crying wken ske 
came. . .scared. I stared at ker. . .our new mama. . .wonder- 
ing wkat was ske going to ke like. Wkat would ske do 
witk us, to us, for us? Would ske want us? I was only five 
years old and already kad to worry kout my survival... 
our lives! I m telling you, look at your mama, if ske ke 
living, and ke tkankful to God! 

Ske picked me up and keld me close to ker kreast, 
under ker ckin and ske felt just like I knew my mama 
did. ske took us all sat us down and just like we was 
grown, talked to us. “I ain't got no kome kig enougk for 
all us. Ain t got muck money, done saved a little only. 
But I got a little piece of land I keen plannin to kuild on 
someday and tkis must ke tke day! Now, I ain't got ckick 
or ckild, kut now I got you... all of you. Ain't gonna ke 
no separation no more, you got me. I loved my sister and 
I love you. " 

Tk ree little kearts just musta exploded witk love and 
peace. I know mine did! I rememker kolding onto ker 
pants, case** ske disappeared, I could disappear witk ker! 

ske went on talking as ske squeezed a ckeek, 
smootked a kair, krusked a dress, wiped a nose. “I ain't no 
cookie-kakin woman! But you learn to kake tke cookies 
and ru provide tke stove and tke dougk! " My sister. Older, 
could already cook most everytking, kut we'd never kad 
no stuff to cook cookies witk. “Now!” ske went on as ske 
stroked me, “You want to go witk me?” One nodded yes, 
one said “yes.” I just peed*^ I was so kappy! I kept putting 
ker as my mama! “We'll try to swim to tke top of tke rain 
togetker! Ske smiled and I sensed tkat sadness again, 
kut it went away quick and I forgot it. 

wken I kear people say “Homeland,” I always know 
wkat tkey mean. Tkere is no place like a kome. Ske took 
us to tkat keautiful land on a kus, eating cold kiscuits, 
kacon and pieces of ckicken, even some cornkread. All 
fixed ky our old nei gkL ors. We stayed kitker and yon 
wkile ske mixed and poured tke concrete and kuilt tkat 
little cakin witk four rooms. We lived in eack room as it 
was finisked. It was a keautiful little lopsided kouse. . .ours! 
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Oh, other people came to help sometime, hut we worked 
hardest on our own home! It took two more years to 
hna lly get a inside toilet an d hath, hut Aunt Ellen had 
to have one cause she hlived^^ in haths and teeth wash- 
ing and things like that, tho I never saw her take one! 

Wei ive d th ere til we was grown. We tilled a little land, 
raised our own few pigs and chickens, and split one cow*^ 
with another family for the m ilt. Ske raised us, or helped 
us raise ourselves. 

Older sister quit the little schoolhouse when she was 
hout fifteen years old in the eighth or ninth grade and 
got married to a real light man. She just had to have that 
real li gkt man! In a couple years she had two children, 
hoth girls. The light man left, or she left him and came 
home. Aunt Ell en said, '^NO, no! I ain t holdin up no 
leaning poles! if you old enou gk to Spread them knees 
and make hahies, you old enough to take care yourself! 
You done stepped out into the rain, now you learn to 
swim!” Older cried a little cause I guess she was scared 
of the world, hut Aunt Ellen took her round to find a 
joh and a place to live, hahy-sat for her til she was 
steady. One day we looked up and she was on her own! 
And smiling! Not cause she was doing so good, hut be- 
cause she was taking care herself and her children and 
didn't have to answer to nohody! When her man came 
hack, she musta remembered Mama, cause she didn't let 
him in to make no more hahies! 

Middle sister went on to the ninth grade, then went 
to nursing school. Just the kind teach*^ you how to clean 
up round a patient. Aunt Ellen was proud. sk e was get- 
ting older, hut not old yet, and said she would help any- 
body wanted to go to school long as they got a joh and 
helped themselves too, and she did. That left only me 
home with her, kut I did n't want to go nowhere away 
from her! 

didn't have no money, helping Middle go to school 
and taking care of ourselves. I couldn't even think of get- 
ting clothes and all those kind of things! I had me^^ one 
good dress and a good pair of patent-leather shoes I wore 
to church every Sunday. So after I got out the ninth grade 
I asked a lady who sewed for a livin to teach me in ex- 
change for housework and she did. That's why I know 
there's some nice white people who will help you. After 
I learned, she would pay me a little to do little things like 
collars, seams and things. Then I still watched her and 
learned more for free! I sewed for Aunt Ellen and me 
and Older's hahies. saved money that way. That's 
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the same way I learned to play the piano. . .sewing for the 
piano teacher. I got to he pretty good. Got paid a little 
to play at weddings. Cause I won't charge for no funer- 
als. Death already cost too much! 

Middle graduated from that school, well, got out. 
Cause all they did was ask her was skeaU paid up and 
when she said yes, they handed her a paper said she was 
completed. She got married right soon after that to 
somebody working in a hospital and they moved to a city 
that had more hospitals to work in. Soon she had a hahy 
girl. Another girl was good, hut where was all our hoy 
children? They necessary*^ too! 

One evening after a good dinner, me and Aunt Ellen 
sat out on the porch. I was swinging and she was rockin 
as she whittled some wood makin a stool for her leg that 
had started giving her trouble. She wanted something to 
prop it up on. Mosquitoes and firebugs was buzzing round 
us. she turned to me and said, “You know. I'm glad you 
all came along to my life. I did a lot of things I might 
never have got to, and now I'm glad they done! I got a 
family and a home too! I hel ieve we gonna make that 
swim to the top of the rain! Things seem to he workin 
out alright! You all are fine girls and I'm proud of you. 
You gon he alri ght!” 

Pleased, I laughed. “Aunty, you can't swim goin 
straight up! You can't swim the rain! You got to swim 
the river or the lake!” 

She smiled. “Life is more like th e rain. Tk e river 
and the lake lay down for you. All you got to do is learn 
how to swim fore you go where they are and jump in. 
But life don 't do that. You always gets the test fore you 
learn the swimming lesson, unexpected, like rain. You 
don't go to the rain, the rain comes to you. Anywhere, 
anytime. You got to prepare for it! .. .protect yourself! 
And if it k eeps coming down on you, you got to learn to 
swim to the top throu gk tke dark clouds, where the sun 
is shining on that sil ver lining.” 

Ske wasn't laughing, so I didn't either. I just thou gkt 
akout w hat she said till I went to sleep. I still ain't never 
forgot it. 

The next day when dinner was ready. Aunt Ellen 
hadn't come in from the fields and it got to he dark. 
Finally the mule came home dragging the plow. I went 
out to look for her, crying as I walked over the plowed 
rows, screaming her name out, cause I was scared I had 
lost my Aunt Mama. I had. 

I found her under a tree, like she was sleeping. Had 
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a Liscuit witk a little kam in it, still in ker kanJ. But ske 
wasn’t sleeping, ske was dead. I couldn’t carry ker in and 
wouldn’t leave ker alone so just stayed out tkere kolding 
ker all nigkt long. A kind neigkkor found us tke next 
day, cause ke noticed tke mule draggin tke plow and no- 
kody kome. 

I sewed Aunt Ellen’s skroud to ke kuried in. I played 
tke piano at ker funeral too. Her favorite song, 'My 
Buddy.” I would kave done anytking for ker. I loved ker, 
my Aunt Mama, Ske taugkt me so muck. All I knew to 
make my life witk. 

I was alone again. 

Old er and I kuried ker. Middle didn’t come, kut 
sent $10.00 

I gave tke preacker $5.00 and stuck tke otker 
$6.00 in Aunt Ellen’s pocket, tkinking. All your money 
passed out to us... Take tkis witk you. Later, I planted 
turnips and mustard greens all round ker komemade 
grave, cause ske liked tkem kest. Tk en. . .tkat part of my 
life was over. 

I was alone again, ok Lord. Trying to see tkrougk 
tke rain. 

You ever keen alone? Ain’t kad nokody? Didn’t 
know w kat to do? Wkere to turn? I d idn’t. I was alone 
even witk my sisters living. Tkis was my life and wkat 
was I to do wi tk it? 

Tke kouse and land kelonged to all of us. I tried to 
stay in tkat cakin, intended to, kut it was too lonely out 
tkere. Specially wken all tke men started passing tkere 
late at nigkt, stopping, setting. Rain coming to me just 
like Aunt Ellen said. I didn’t want to ke rained on, so I 
gave it out to a couple witkout a kome and moved on 
down tkere wkere my middle sister was, in tke city. I got 
a jok living-in and was making a little extra and saving 
ky doing sewing. I was kunting out a future. 

I went to ckurck a lot. I stick close to God cause 
wken you need a friend, you need one you can count on! 
Not tke preacker. . .kut God! I steered clear of tkem 
men wko try to get a working woman and live off ker 
itty-kitty money. I ain’t got to tell you akout tk em ! Tkey 
dress and sit wkile ske work! No! No! My aunt taugkt 
me kow not to ke scared witkout a man til tke ri gkt one 
comes, and tkat’s wky I’ll kave sometking for kim wken 
ke gets kere! 

I met tkat nice man, a very kard-working man at a 
ckurck social, ^as me and a real li gkt woman liking kim 
and I tkougkt sure ke would take to ker, kut ke took to 




me. I waited for a long time, til after we were married to 
ask kim wky, cause ke migkt tkink of sometking I did- 
n’t want kim to tkink of. He told me “I like ker, I tkink 
ske a fine woman, a good woman. But you can’t like 
somekody just cause tkey ligkt! Ain’t no wkite man 
done me no favor ky making no klack woman a kaky! 
wkat I care most kout skin is tkat it fits! Don’t sag... or 
skrink wken it gets wet!” He say, “I love your outsides and 
your insides, cause you a kind and lovin woman wko 
nee ds a lotta 1 ove and don’t min d lettin me know it! I 
need love too!” Tk en I knew I could love kim witk ease. 
And I did, tkrougk tke years tkat passed. 

My k uskand was a railroad-working man so we was 
pretty soon akle to kuy us a little kome and I was akle 
to stay in it and not go out to work. I made a little extra 
money witk my sewing and teacking piano lessons. We 
was doing alri gkt! We kotk wanted ckild ren kut didn’t 
seem to start up none, so I naturally came to take up more 
time witk my nieces. Tkat’ s wken I came to know tke 
meaning of tke kig importance of wko raises you and 
wko you raising! 

I kad urged Older to come to tke city witk ker two 
girls, tkey were kout fourteen and fifteen years old round 
tken. Middle did n’t kave no kuskand now, and ker daugk- 
ter was kout tkirteen years old. I could see, tko tkey was 
all from one family, tkey kad suck different ways of doing 
tkings! Witk my kuskand gone two or tkree days a week, 
I kad time to get to know tkem more. 

Now, Older, ske tke one witk tke two dau gk ers, ske 
did everytking for tke oldest pretty, ligkt one, leaving tke 
otker one out a lot. Tke oldest one kad more and ketter 
clotkes and was a kinda snotty^® girl. Demanding. . .always 
demanding! Ske was going to ke a doctor, ske said, and 
true enougk ske studied kard. sk volunteered at tke 
kospitals a lot. Getting ready, ske said. sk was picky 
kout ker clotkes and since ker mama didn’t make too 
muck money and wouldn’t letk er work, ske was always 
asking me to sew for ker or do ker kair. Her kest friend 
was a wkite girl, live up tke street, from a nice family. 

I took to sewing, kuying tke material myself, for tke 
youngest krownskin one. Ske was a little k ard of kear- 
ing and didn’t speak as prettily and clearly as ker older 
sister, so tkey was always putting ker off or kack, or leav- 
ing ker kome wken tkey go out. Now, ske was not col- 
lege-smart, kut ske was common-sense smart and a good 
decent girl, treated people rigkt. Tkat’s w kat I like, so I 
kelped ker! Ske was never asking for notking kut was 
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grateful for tke smallest tking you did for ker. Tkat kind 
of person makes me rememker my aunts and I will work 
my kutt off^^ for people like tkat! I was closest to ker. 

I spent time witk Middle too. I love my family. Her 
daugkter, tkirteen or fourteen years old, was a nice quiet 
girl. At least I tkougkt ske was quiet. I found out later 
ske was keaten under. ske was scared to ke kerself. Her 
motker, Middle, kad turned down ker natural spirit! You 
know, some of tkem tkings people try to kreak in tkeir 
ckildren are tkings tkey may need wken tkey get out in 
tkat world wken Mama and Papa ain't tkere! Tke ckild 
was tryin to please ker mama and was losing kerself! 
And ske wasn't kad to kegin witk! Now, it's good for a 
ckild to mind its mama, kut tken tke mama got to ke 
careful wkat ske tells tkat ckild to do! Ske's messing 
witk ker ckild’s life! 

Middle was mad one day and told me ske kad 
wkipped tke ckild for walkin kome kolding kands witk a 
koy! I told Middle, “Ain't notking wrong witk kolding 
kands! Specially wken you keading kome wkere your 
mama is! Humans will ke kuman! Some people wisk 
tkeir fourteen-year-old daugkter was only kolding 
kands! " I told ker, “You was almost married wken you 
was ker age! " Middle told me I didn't kave no kids so I 
didn't understand! I went kome tkinking ckildren was- 
n't notking kut little people living in tke same life we 
was, learning tke same tkings we kad to. You just got to 
understand kout life! I kear people say, “I ain't never 
keen a motker kefore, kow am I supposed to know wkat 
to do?" Well, let me teU you, tkat ckild ain't never keen 
kere kefore, keen a ckild tkeir age kefore eitker! How 
tkey always supposed to know wkat to do, less^^ you 
teack em! How muck do you know to teack em? 

Several montks later ske wkipped tkat girl, kard and 
long, for kissing a koy in tke kallway. I told Middle, 
“Ske was in your kallway. Wkat could ske do out tkere 
and you in kere?! if tkey was planning anytking special, 
tkey got tke wkole world out tkere to kide in!” Middle 
said, “I wisk ske was just out tkere koU in kands walk- 
ing kome, stead of tkis stuff! " I looked at ker trying to 
understand wky ske didn't understand wken ske was well 
off. “Wkile you tkink you wkipping sometking out of 
ker, you may ke wkippen' sometking in! Talk to k er 
more. Are you all friends? You know, everykody need a 
friend!" 

Ske was so sad, my sister, I asked ker, “Wky don't 
you tkink akout gettin marrie d again? Get you some 
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kissin stuff? Tken mayke natural tkings won't look so 
dirty to you! You can ke a mama and a wife, stead of a 
warden!” Middle just screwed up ker face and say ske 
know wkat ske doing! Sadness all gone. . .madness too 
close. Tkings you feel sposed to make you tkink kout 
em!^^ Tk ink kow you can kelp yourself. Hers didn't. Ske 
say, “Tke last tking I need is a man messing up my life 
again!" Well, it was ker kusiness, kut it looked to me like 
ske was gettin close to tke last tking! I told my niece if 
ske ever need a friend, come to me. I was ker aunt and 
ker friend, just like Aunt Ellen was to me! I left. 

Life is sometking, ckile!^^ Sometime watcking over 
otker folks' life can make you more tired tkan just tak- 
ing care your own! 

Older's snotty oldest dau gkt er kad graduated witk 
good grades from kigk sckool and was going out to find 
work to kelp send kerself to college. Botk ske and ker 
wkite girlfriend planned to go to college, kut tke wkite 
friend's family kad planned akead and kad insurance for 
education. Tkey kotk went out togetker to find work. 
Tkey went to tkat kospital wkere Oldest's dau gkter kad 
volunteered steady, spending all kinds of time and ener- 
gy in most all tke departments tkere. Her friend kadn't. 
But wken tkey kad tkeir interviews, ker friend got tke 
jok! Well, my niece was just done in or out, eitker one 
or kotk! But ker wkite friend told ker, “I'm a minority, 
aren't I? I'm a female! At least one of us got it! Tkat's 
ketter tkan some man getting it!" Ms. Snotty just 
looked at ker and I don't tkink tkey re friends anymore, 
least not so close. Anyway, my niece wrote a pack of let- 
ters and a montk or so later, ske went on East and got 
a jok. I can tell you now, ske didn't kecome no doctor, 
kut ske is a kead nurse of a wkole kospital. Her mama 
surenufT^ scrimped and saved and made kerself and ker 
otker daugkter go witkout to keep tkat girl in sckool. I 
was giving my otker niece all ske kad to keep ker from 
feeling too neglected. I loved tkat girl! I loved tkem 
kotk, kut people witk certain kinda needs just get me! 

Middle kad told ker daugkter, “No company til you 
are eigkteen years old and tkrougk witk sckool!” But ske 
didn't give ker tke kugs and kisses and touckes we all 
need. So tke girl found ker own. Ske was sixteen years 
old now, and ske kad gotten pregnant. Ske and tke koy 
wanted to get married kut Middle keat ker and demand- 
ed on ker to get an akortion. Tke girl wouldn't kave one, 
so Middle was going to skow ker kow ker evil ways kad 
cost ker ker motker, and kow lost ske would ke witkout 



225 



j. California cooper 



B 

E 

i 

N 

G 

P 

E 

O 

P 

L 

E 




I 

N 

D 



V 

D 

U 

A 

L 

S 



ker! Ske put k er ckild out of ker rented kouse! Her own 
ckild! Seem like tkat was tke time for Middle to act like 
tke motker ske was always demanding respect for! Tkat 
was going to ke ker own grandckildl But... ske put ker 
out. I didn’t know it and tkat poor ckild didn’t come to 

me Wkat kad I missed doing or saying to skow ker I 

was ker friend? Ok Lord, I prayed for ker safety. You 
know on tke otker side of your door sits tke wkole world. 
Tke good people are mostly kome taking care of tkeir 
family and kusiness. It’s tke liars, tkieves, rapers, mur- 
derers, pimps, sadistics, dopers, crazy people wko are out 
tkere. . .waiting. . .just for someone witkout no experi- 
ence. Tkems wko tkat ckild was out tkere witk, tke 
minute ker mama slammed tkat front door! And a kelly 
full ofkaky, no man and no mama. It’s some tkings you 
don’t kave to live to understand. I wanted my grand- 
niece. I would kave taken care of it for ker. And Middle 
would love ker grandckde. It’s a migkty dumk fool won’t 
let tkeir own keart ke kappy! if ske was worrying kout 
feeding it... ske got fed! And didn’t kave no mama! 
Trying to skow wkat a fool ker daugkter was, ske skowed 
w kat a fool ske was! Your ckile is your keart, your flesk, 
your klood! And sometimes, your way! Anyway, life goes 
on. I couldn’t find ker til way later. 

Old er’s daugkter kad done graduated and was a sur- 
gical or surgeon nurse, and kad ker own place and car 
and everytking! Older was planning to go visit ker and 
did, leaving tke youngest daugkter to stay kome and 
watck tke kouse witk my kelp. Wken Older got kack ske 
was kurt and mad. Ske didn’t want to tell it, kut we 
finally got it out of ker. Her snotty dau gkt er kad made 
ker wear a maid's uniform, tke one ske kad for ker reg- 
ular joks. Ske kad to cook and answer tke door and stay 
out tke way wken company came! Not tell nokody tkat 
was ker daugkter! Can you kelieve. ..even can you imag- 
ine tkat?! Her motker!? it’s true, ske did and ske 

still does it! Tken skame of all skames possikle to snot- 
ty sister, ker young sister got a jok as a maid in a wkore- 
kouse!^"^ Snotty and Middle kated tkat, kut ske made 
suck good money, tips and all, and tke girls giving ker 
jewels and discarded furs and clotkes and all. Tkey want- 
ed to use tkem, korrow ker money, kut seem to kate ker. 
Two ways. For kaving tkese tkings and for keing low 
enougk to work as a maid in a wkorekouse! Tkey made 
ker sad. Ske was trying to swim to tke top of tke rain in 
ker own way. I tried to love ker enougk, kut tkere ain’t 
notkin like your own mama’s love! 
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Bout tkat time somekody told us akout Middle’s 
dau gkt er. Ske was a prostitute trying to pay ker own 
way, raising ker daugkter, living alone. Ske didn’t kave 
time to find a jok kefore ske started starving, so tkis was 
a way. Ske was trying to swim to tke top of tke rain, kut 
was drowning. Middle took a gun down on tkat street 
and tkreatened to kill ker! I talked to tke young woman. 
Ske was still a good girl, just lost! But, loving ker kaky! 
Tkat kaky kad eve rytk ing! ^a.s tke fattest, cutest, sweet- 
est smiling kaky I ever seen! Okkk, kow I wanted tkat 
kaky! And I k new tke pain, tke great kig pain I could see 
in ker face ske was going tkrougk. Wko wants to sell 
tkeir kody? Tke only tking, no matter kow long you 
live, tkat is truly yours, is your kody. I don’t care kow 
muck money you got! 

Later, Middle told me, ^^Okkkkk, I wisk ske was 
kome just kaving one of tkem illegal kakies! Ok, just to 
kave ker kack kome kolding kands, or kissing in tke 
kail way, even kaving tkat kaky! I skould a let ker marry 
tkat koy wken tkey wanted to! I’d ratker kilik er tkan see 
ker ke a prostitute!” Ske kurt and I could see it. It was 
tke first time ske kad even klamed kerself a little kit for 
ker part in all tkis. I kad a little kope for ker. 

Tke daugkter krougkt tke kaky ker motker kad tried 
to make ker get rid of and let ker keep it sometime. 
Middle 1 oved tkat grandckile so muck, cause you see, 
ske didn’t kave notkin else in ker life. It was empty! I 
kept it wkenever I could. Tkat girl, ker daugkter, stayed 
sad. . .sad. . .sadder. Ske would look around ker mama’s 
kouse and make a deep sigk and go away looking kope- 
less. Her mama told ker to come kome, kut ske said it 
was too late. 

I got involved round tkat time witk Older’s youngest 
daugkter. Ske kad fallen in love and was kout to marry a 
klind man. I tkougkt tkat was good after I met kim. He 
was so good-seeming, so kind to ker, so sweet and gentle 
witk ker. My sister was going crazy cause ke was klind! 
Ske didn’t even tkink of kis konesty and kindness and 
love for ker daugkter. sk e could orJy see ke was klin d.ok 
Lord, deliver tke innocent from some fools tkat ke motk- 
ers, fatkers and sisters. Ske married kim anyway, kless 
ker keart, and my sister kad a keart attack... a real one! 
Her daugkter ske didn’t love so muck and ker klind kus- 
kand took care of ker, ketter tkan ske took care kerself 
wken ske could. Her nurse daugkter, said ske couldn’t! 
Didn’ t kave time. 

I was so kusy keing in my family’s kusiness I kadn’t 
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Leen in my own enougk! My kusLand, kave mercy, told 
me ke was leavin me cause ke kad met someone ke mi gkt 
could love and ske was pregnant! I looked at kim for kout 
a kour, it seemed, cause ke was my life kut I kad n t keen 
actin like it! Been giving everykody else all my tkougkts, 
time and life. But I kad done learned kout kappiness and 
I understood if ke wasn’t kappy kere, ke skould ke wkere 
ke was kappy! Ain ’t tkat w kat we all live for? How could 
I get mad at a man wko kad give^° me everytking, includ- 
ing tke ck ance to make kim kappy? I wasked, cleaned, 
packed kis clotkes, and let kim go, clean away. Tken I 
went in tke kouse, took tke kiggest kottle of liquor I 
could find, sat down and dra nk for kout a wee k. Now, I 
ain’t crazy and a kangover ain’t tke kest feeling in tke 
world. Life started again in me and kless my soul, even 
alone, I was still alive! 

I went out in my... my yard and saw one lone red 
flower dug it up and took it in tke kouse. I told it, “You 
and me, we alone. We can survive! I’m going to plant you 
and make you grow. I’m going to plant me and make me 
grow. I’m going to swim to tke top of tkis rain!” I planted 
it, it wilted, it lay down even. I let it alone cept for care. 
Let it grieve for its natural place. I loved it, I talked to it. 
I went and put it kack outside, it’s my yard too! It could 
ke mine and still ke free wkere it wanted to ke! In a day 
or two, it took kold again. . .it’s still livin! Me, I just kept 
carrying on witk my swim. 

I kadn’t seen nokody, cause I didn’t want to ke kotk- 
ered witk tkeir proklems, I kad my own! Tk en Middle 
came to me. My niece was in tke kospital, dying from a 
overdose of dope in ker veins! Okk Lord! 

Wken I got to tke kospital, I stood in tke door and 
listened to my sister talk to ker daugkter wko could not 
kear ker. ’Don’t die, my little girl, don’t die ! Stay witk 
me. You all I got. Wkat I’ m gonna do. . .if you die? Stay 
witk me, don’t leave me alone. Hold kands witk any- 
kody you wants to! I won’t say notking! Kiss anykody 
you want to... I won’t mind at all. Just don’t leave me, 
my kaky! Have many kakies as you want! I’ll love em all! 
Don’t go. Ckild of mine, you can even ke a prostitute. I 
don’t care! Just live. I rather see you on dope tkan see 
you dead! Cause if you got life, you got a ckance to 
ckange Baky, I’m sorry. I’m sorry! Be anytking you want 
...JUST LIVE...d on’t die! Come kome! Don’t die! ” 
Ske screamed tkat out and I went in to kelp ker grieve. . . 
cause tke keautiful young woman was dead. 

After tke funeral, tke good tking Middle kad left 
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was tke kaky ske kad tried to make ker daugkter get rid 
of. Her dau gkt er kad won tkat kattle at tke cost of ker 
life, it seemed... so now. Middle was klessed to kave 
someone to love and ke witk... in ker empty life. I went 
on kome to my empty life. 

Tkings smootked down. God is good. Tkey always 
smootk down if you give life time. 

One day, kout a year later, my doorkell rang and wken 
I answered it, my kuskand was standing tkere witk a kaky 
in kis arms wko reacked out for me tke minute I opened 
tke door. I reacked kack! I ain’t no fool! He kad got tkat 
young woman ke tkougkt ke loved and ske kad got kim, 
kut aft er tke kaky was korn, my kuskand wanted to rest 
and stay kome wken ske wanted to play and go out. Ske 
left kim witk kis kaky. I tried to look sad for kim, kut 
my keart said, “Good, Good, Good!” 

But ke did n’t look too sad. talked and talked and 

talked and talked! I loved my kuskand and I knew ke 
loved me, even ketter now. He wanted to come kome 
and I wanted kim kome. And I wanted tkat kaky. It was 
kis and I musta not keen akle and ske was. How lucky I 
felt tkat if I couldn’t kave one, ke kad give me one any- 
way. We did n’t need to get married, we still was. Neitk er 
one of us kad gone to tke courts, tkinkin tke otker one 
would. So I kad a family. 

Sometimes I kold my kaky koy and look deep in kis 
little k ri gkt, full of life eyes. I know sometking is com- 
ing in tke coming years cause life ain’t easy to live all tke 
time. Even rick folks commit suicide. But I tell my koy, 
like my aunt told me, “Just come on, grow up, we gonna 
make it, little man, rigkt tkrougk tke storms! gonna 
take our ckances. . .and get on out tkere and take our 
turn. . .swimming to tke top of tke rain!” ^ 
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NOTES ON THE STORY 

1. They mostly = They are mostly. In some forms of Black English the present 
tense form of be is deleted in statements of general truth 

2. You ain’t never known nobody didn't have one = You haven’t ever known anyone 
who didn’t have one. Note the multiple negation in the main clause which is a 
feature of Black English. 

3. to make it to: to reach 

4. She had been done working: the auxiliary done Is Inserted in Black English for 
emphasis 

5. Probty = Probably 

6. Cause wasn’t nowhere else = Because there wasn’t anywhere else 

7. bout = about 

8. trying to do for us: trying to support us 

9. We had never really been full too steady: We had not had a lot to eat very often 

10. We was: The singular form of the be verb past tense form may be used with 
both singular or plural subjects in some varieties of Black English. 

I I. case = in case; If 

1 2. I just peed: I wet my pants; I urinated 

13. blived = believed. The spelling represents the speaker’s pronunciation 

14. split one cow: we shared a cow, i.e., we were part owners of a cow with 
another family 

15. Just the kind teach = just the kind that teaches 

1 6. I had me: I had; I owned. Non-standard varieties of English may use this 
construction to show possession 

1 7. They necessary tool = they are necessary too 

18. snotty: impolite, rude 

19. work my butt off: (slang) work very hard 

20. less you teach em! = unless you teach them 

2 1 . Things you feel sposed to make you think bout em! = Things that you feel 
emotionally should be thought about rationally 

22. ch//e = child 

23. surenuff" = sure enough 

24. whorehouse: (slang) house of prostitution 

25. had give = had given. Some varieties of Black English will use the simple form 
of the verb in perfective constructions 

QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what JiJ Aunt Ellen mean when she talked about 
** swimming to the top of the rain?” 

2 . How is Care different from her sisters, Older (Angel) and 
Middle (Better)? Why does she seem to he more successful 
** swimming to the top of the rain?” 

3 . what major problems do Care and her sisters have to face? 

4 . what role do men play in the story? What is your reaction 
to this portrayal? 

5. Choose one scene from the story and dramathe it. 
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@ LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI 

In this poem, life is a long street that goes all 
around the world, and is filled with all kinds of 
people. It moves along like a long passenger 
, train: and its lively, colorful passengers are 

curious to know where their journey will 
finally end. 
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Tke long street 

wkick is tke street of tke world 

passes around tke world 

filled witk all tke people of tke world 

not to mention all tke voices 

of a 11 tke people 

tkat ever existed 

Lovers and weepers 

virgins and sleepers 

spagketti salesmen and sandwickmen^ 

milkmen and orators 

koneless kankers 

krittle^ kousewives 

skeatked in nylon snokkeries^ 

deserts of advertising men 

kerds of kigk sckool fillies^ 

crowds of collegians^ 

all talking and talking 

and walking around or kanging out windows 

to see wkat^s doing 

out in tke world 

wkere eve rytk ing kappens 

sooner or later 

if it kappens at all 

And tke long street 

wkick is tke longest street 

In all tke world 

kut wkick isn^t as long 

as it seems 

passes on 

tkru all tke cities and all tke scenes 
down every alley 
up every koulevard 
tkru every crossroads 

tkru red ligkts and green ligkts 

... 1 
Cities m sunlight 

continents in rain 

kungry Hong Kongs 

untillakle Tuscaloosas^ 

Oaklands of tke souP 

Duklins of tke Imagination® 



And tke long street 
rolls on around 

like an enormous ckoockoo train^ 

ckugging^^ around tke world 

witk its kawling^^ passengers 

and kakies and picnic kaskets 

and cats and dogs 

and all of tkem wondering 

just wko is up 

In tke cak^^ ak ead 

driving tke train 

if anykody 

tke train wkick runs around tke world 

like a world going round 

all of tkem wondering 

just wkat is up 

if anytk ing 

and some of tkem leaning out 

and peering^® akead 

and trying to catck up 

a look at tke driver 

In kis one-eye cak 

trying to see kim 

to glimpse kis face 

to catck kis eye 

as tkey wkirl around a kend 

kut tkey never do 

altkougk once in a wkile 

it looks as if 

tkey^re going to 

And tke street goes rocking on 

tke train goes kowling on^^ 

witk its windows reacking up 

its windows tke windows 

of all tke ku ildings 

ii .1 . . r .1 11 

m ail me streets or me worm 

kowling along 

tkru tke ligkt o ftke world 

tkru tke ni gkt o ftke world 

witk lanterns at crossings 

lost ligkts flasking 
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crowds at carnivals 

nigktwood circuses 

wkorekouses^^ and parliaments 

forgotten fountains 

cellar doors and unfound doors 

figures in lampligkt 

pale idols dancing 

as tke world rocks on 

But now we come 

to tke lonely part of tke street 

tke part of tke street 

tkat goes around 

tke lonely part of tke world 

And tkis is not tke place 

tkat you ckange trains 

for tke Brigkt on Beack Express*^ 

Tkis is not tke place 

tkat you do anytking 

Tkis is tke part of tke world 

wkere notking^s doing 

wkere no one's doing 

anytking 

wkere nokody 's anywkere 
nokody nowkere 
except yourself 
not even a mirror 
to make you two 
not a soul 
except your own 
mayke 

and even tkat 
not tk ere 
mayke 
or not yours 
mayke 

kecause you're wkat's called 
dead 

you've reacked your station 



NOTES ON THE POEM 

1 . sandwichmen: men who cart 7 sandwich (advertising) boards over their 
shoulders on the street 

2. brittle: easily broken 

3. sheathed in nylon snobberies: dressed in nylon stockings 

4. herds of high school fillies: groups of active young girls (like a team 
of young racing horses) 

5. collegians: college/university students 

6. untillable Tuscaloosas: (poetic) barren lands (where nothing will grow) 

7. Oaklands of the soul: (poetic) dreary, unimaginative suburbs; 
dead areas of the mind 

8. Dublins of the imagination: (poetic) crowded slum areas 
(where the mind can’t live) 

9. choochoo train: a child’s name for a train 

10. chugging: moving slowly like an old train 

I I. bawling: crying loudly 

1 2 . cab: the engine compartment of a train 

1 3. peering: peeking out (of a window) 

14. bowling on: rolling along (on a road or track) 

1 5. whorehouses: houses of prostitution 

16. idols: figures that people worship 

1 7. Brighton Beach Express: commuter train from downtown 
Manhattan to Brighton Beach in Brooklyn 



QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION 

1 . what k inJs of places Joes the long street go through? 

2. The poet metaphorically links the long street to a train, 
who are the travellers on the train? 

3. what are the people on the train doing? What are they 
thinking? 

4. Who is in the one-eye cah? Mow can you interpret this? 

5. what is the poet doing (in the poem form) to create a 
more dramatic ending? (How are the lines at the ending 
different from the beginning parts?) 
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Toni Cade Bambara (I939>) 

Born and educated in New York City, Toni Cade Bambara is a well-known and 
respected civil rights activist, writer and university teacher. She has published two col- 
lections of short stories — Corilla, tAy Love (1972) and The Sea Birds Are Still Alive 
(1977) — and two novels, The Salt Eaters (1980) and If Blessing Comes (1987). 

Mary Whitebird 

Mary Whitebird is a member of the Kaw tribe and many of her stories are biographi- 
cal in content, recounting her life living within and between the two cultures. 

Thomas Fox Averill ( 1 949-) 

Thomas Fox Averill teaches English at Washburn University in Kansas. He is a recipi- 
ent of the O’Henry award for short-story writing. Many of his stories are set in the 
American Midwest. 

William Carlos Williams (1883-1963) 

Trained as a pediatrician, Williams practiced medicine in his hometown of Rutherford, 
New Jersey, while writing poetry, short stories and novels. He was awarded a Pulitzer 
Prize in Poetry posthumously for his collection Pictures from Brueghe/ (1962). 

Amy Tan (1 952-) 

A daughter of Chinese immigrants, Amy Tan was born in Oakland, California. She 
worked as an educational administrator, editor and technical writer before turning to 
writing fiction. She is known for her semi-autobiographical novels. The Joy Luck Club 
(1989) and The Kitchen God’s Wife (1991). She has also written two books for children. 

Countee Cullen (1903-1946) 

Born In Louisville, Kentucky, Countee Cullen was one of the leading figures of the 
Harlem Renaissance, a literary movement among African Americans during the 1920s 
and 30s. He published two collections of poetry. Color (1925) and The Black Christ and 
Other Poems (1929), and taught in the public schools of New York City. 

Richard Wright ( 1 908- 1 960) 

One of the first African American writers to protest White treatment of Blacks, 
Richard Wright was born in Natchez, Mississippi. To escape poverty, he moved north, 
first to Memphis, then to Chicago where he began writing through the Federal 
Writers’ Project. His work focused on life in the ghettos and the anger caused by racist 
actions. He is best known for his novel Native Son (1940) and a collection of his short 
stories published posthumously in Eight Men (1 961 ). He settled in Paris as a permanent 
expatriate in 1 954. 



EX. Doctorow ( 1 93 1 -) 

Born in New York City, he obtained degrees in English from Kenyon College in Ohio 
and Columbia University. He worked on the editorial staff of New American Library 
before leaving to teach at the university level. Doctorow has written successfully in a 
number of literary genres including the western, science fiction, historical fiction, poet- 
ry, and the short story. He is best known for The Book of Daniel (1971), Ragt/me ( 1 975), 
and Billy Bathgate ( 1 989). 

Shirley Jackson ( 1 9 1 9- 1 965) 

Shirley Jackson was born in San Francisco, California, educated at Syracuse University 
in New York, and resided in Bennington Vermont A novelist and short story writer, 
she is best known as a writer of gothic horror and suspense though she also wrote 
light, comic pieces and two fictionalized memoirs about her happy married life. 

Her story "The Lottery" (1948) generated widespread public outrage when it 
was published in The New Yorker magazine. Her other works include The Haunting of 
Hill House ( 1 959) and We Have Always Lived in the Castle ( 1 962). 

Alice Walker (1 944-) 

Born in a small town in Georgia, Alice Walker is known for her insightful treatment of 
African American culture in her poems, short stories, and novels. She won the Pulitzer 
prize in Literature for her novel The Color Purple (1982). Her publications include In 
Love and In Trouble: Stories of Black Women (1973), Revolutionary Petunias & Other 
Poems (1973), The Temple of My Familiar (1989) and Possessing the Secret of Joy 
(1992). 

William Saroyan 1 908- 1981) 

Son of Armenian immigrants, William Saroyan was born in Fresno, California and 
devoted most of his life to writing about the people he had known there. He came to 
early prominence during the Great Depression with his stories celebrating the basic 
goodness of people and the joy of living. His best known work includes the play The 
Time of Your Life ( 1 939), the short story collection My Name is Aram ( 1 940) and the 
novel The Human Comedy (1943). 

Max Apple (I94I-) 

Born in Grand Rapids, Michigan, Max Apple holds a PhD. in English and is a professor 
at Rice University in Texas. Known for the comic intelligence and satire of his stories, 
he presents a critical but loving picture of contemporary American life. He has writ- 
ten three novels. Zip: A Novel of the Left and Right (1978), The Profiteers (1987), and 
Roommates: My Crandfadier*s Story (1994). His short story collections include The 
Oranffng of America (1976) and Free Agents ( 1 984). 



John Updike (1 932-) 

Born in a small town in Pennsylvania, John Updike received his BA from Harvard 
University and began his writing career as a contributor to The New Yorker magazine. 
A prolific writer, he is best known for his trilogy. Rabbit Run (I960), Rabbit Redux 
(1971), and Rabbit is Rich (1990), the latter two books winning Pulitzer prizes in liter- 
ature. Most of his fiction is set in New England where he lives. 

Ray Bradbury (I920-) 

Ray Bradbury was born in Waukegan, Illinois but moved to California while still a child. 
He is best known for his science-fiction stories and novels which explore the impact 
that scientific development has on human lives. He combines social criticism with an 
awareness that technology alone cannot solve the problems of society. The Martial 
Cronkles (1950) is regarded as his best work. It was followed by Dandelion Wine (1957) 
and numerous short story collections. He wrote the screen play for the John Huston 
film version of Moby Dick (1956) and has expanded his writing to include poetry, chil- 
dren’s stories, and crime fiction. 

Juan Delgado (I960-) 

Juan Delgado's poems have appeared in Best New Chicano Literature, 1 989. He also 
wrote the novel My Green Army. 

Eugenia Collier (1 928-) 

After a conventional liberal arts education. Collier writes that she discovered the rich- 
ness, diversity, and beauty of her black heritage. She lives and works in Baltimore, 
Maryland. 
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Diane Glancy ( 1 94 1 -) 

Diane Glancy teaches creative writing at Macalester College in Minnesota. She has 
published several collections of poetry and short stories about Native Americans 

Eudora Welty (1909 ) 

Born in Jackson Mississippi, Eudora Welty has resided there for most of her life, and 
her work cronicles the manners and speech of the people of that region. In her short 
stories and novels, she uses humor and psychological insight to explore social preju- 
dice and human insensitivity. She won the Puliaer Prize for her novel The Optimist's 
Daughter (1972). Her other publications include The Ponder Heart (1955), Losing Battles 
(1971), One Writer's Beginnings (1984). 

John Cheever (1912-1982) 

The short stories and novels of John Cheever describe the life, manners, and morals 
of middle-class America. Born in Quincy, Massachusetts, Cheever is known as a mas- 
ter of the short story. He won a Pulitzer Price for Fiction in 1978 for The Stories of 
John Cheever. His novels include The Wapshot Chronicle (1957), The Wapshot Scandal 
( 1 964), and Oh What a Paradise It Seems ( 1 982). 

Bienvenido N. Santos (191 1 -) 

Born in the Philippines, Bienvenido Santos came to the United States during World 
War II, and has spent much of his career miveling back and forth between the two 
countries. His works include several short story collections. You Lovely People (1955) 
and The Day the Dancers Came (1979) and novels Villa Magdalena (1965) and What the 
Hell for You Lefi Your Heart in San Francisco ( 1 987). 



John Collier (1 90 M 980) 

A novelist, writer of history and short stories, poet, and playwright, John Collier was 
born and raised in England but found that Americans appreciated his work more than 
the British. 

Woody Allen (1935 ) 

Born Allen Stewart Konigsberg in Brooklyn New York, Woody Allen is better known 
as a comedian, screenwriter, and film director than he is for his writings. He began his 
career as a writer for television comics and performed as a stand-up comedian in 
nightclubs, on television, and on stage. He won Academy Awards for his direction of 
the film Annie HoH (1977) and for his screenplays for Annie Hall and Hannah and Her 
Sisters (1987). He has written several collections of humor including Getting Even 
( 1 97 1 ) and Side Effects ( 1 980). 

Marshall N. Klimasewiski 

Born and raised in Connecticut, Marshall Klimasewiski is a freelance writer. His sto- 
ries have appeared in The New Yarker, Plaughshares, and elsewhere. 

James Thurber ( 1 894- 1961) 

Born in Columbus Ohio, James Thurber is known for his stories and cartoons about 
the common man beset by the modern world. He worked as managing editor and staff 
writer for The New Yorker magazine in its early years, and remained one of its lead- 
ing contributors until his death. Failing eyesight and eventual blindness forced Thurber 
to give up his drawing but his cartoons enlivened many pages of The New Yorker as 
well as the book Is Sex Necessary? (1929) which he co-authored with E.B. White. His 
collections of stories include My Life and Hard Times (1933) and Fob/es far Our Time 
(1940). He also wrote two enormously successful fairy tales for children. The 13 Clacks 
( 1 950) and The Wanderful 0 ( 1 957). 

Charlotte Perkins Gilman (1860-1935) 

Born in Hartford, Connecticut, Charlotte Perkins Gilman was a leading figure in the 
women’s movement in the United States. Years before it was politically correct, 
Gilman wrote In Women and Economics ( 1 898) that economic independence was nec- 
essary before women could enjoy full freedom. In 1915, she was a co-founder of the 
Women’s Peace Party. Her publications include The Man-Made Warid (1911), His 
Religian and Hers (1923), and The Living af Charlatte Perkins Gilman (1935). 

Isaac Asimov (1920- 1992) 

Born in Russia, Asimov was taken to the United States when he was three years old. 
A Biochemist and a faculty member of Boston University, Asimov is better known for 
his science fiction writings and science books for lay readers. He once said, “I’m on 
fire to ex-plain, and happiest when it’s something reasonably intricate which I can make 
clear step by step.’’ His publications include The Faundatian Trilagy (1963), Nightfall and 
Other Staries (1969), and The Bicentennial Man (1976). He is credited with coining the 
term robotics. 

Arthur Gordon (19I2-) 

Born in Savannah Georgia, Gordon went on to study at Yale University and at Oxford 
where he was a Rhodes Scholar. He served as managing editor for several popular 
American magazines while doing freelance writing which included biographies, short 
stories, and histories. 

Donna Kate Rush In 

Donna Kate Rushin was born in New Jersey and received her college education at 
Oberlin College in Ohio. She has published This Bridge is Called My Back and The Black 
Back-ups, She works as a “Poet-in-th e-schools.’’ 

I.S. Nakata 

I.S. Nakata published his charming short story A Haircut in a literary journal of Cornell 
College, Ml Vernon, lowa. While his story has been anthologized elsewhere, no fur- 
ther information about him is available to us. 

Diane Burns (I950-) 

Diane Burns is a freelance writer and artist She is descendent from the Anishinabe and 
Chemehuevi nations, and this native American heritage is evident in her writings and 
her paintings. 
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Sylvia A. Watanabe 

Sylvia Watanabe was born in Hawaii on the island of Maui. She is a recipient of the 
Japanese American Citizens League National Literary Award. “In my fiction, I like to 
explore the forces which bring people of different cultures together, and try to imagine 
the possible conflicts and new cultural forms which might arise out of these meetings.’’ 

Studs Terkel (1 9 1 2-) 

Journalist and broadcaster, TV comentator, Hollywood actor, and writer. Studs Terkel 
is a cronicler of American life. A resident of Chicago, he drew upon his contact with 
the people of that city for a number of his award-winning publications. His books 
include: Warking, The Good Wor, and American Dreams: Last and Faund. 

J. California Cooper 

J. California Cooper writes stories that capture the joy and heartbreak of her people. 
An intensely private person, she does not engage in media promotion of herself or her 
writings. Her large and loyal following is the result of Cooper’s ability to make per- 
sonal connections with people through the written word. Her publications include A 
Piece of Aline, Hamemade Lave, Same Saul to Keep, Family, The Matter is Life, and In Search 
af Satisfactian. 

Lawrence Ferlinghetti (I920-) 

Born in Yonkers, New York, Lawrence Ferlinghetti was one of the founders of the 
Beat MovemenL a social and literary movement of the 1950s advocating personal 
release, purification, and increased sensory awareness. His City Lights bookstore in 
San Francisco was the gathering place for Beat writers and the publishing house for 
much of their work. His own publications include Pictures of t/ie Gone Warid (1955), A 
Caney Island af the Mind ( 1958), and End/ess Love (1981). 
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